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PREFACE. 



I 
I 



In selecting for publication the following 
Songs, Poems, &c. connected with the Art of 
Typography, I trust no apology is necessary 
to those who feel 

" The proud distinEtioa of tlie Printer's name." 

Ah the work is intended for circulation 
ohiefl; amongst the profession, and as many 
journeymen Printers, from the nature of their 
business, may be critics of no ordinary acumen, 
it is hoped, they cannot but jndge favourably of 
those pieces that have been written by brother 
Typos on different occasions of hilarity. As 
such they are now presented, with a desire that 
they may afford pleasure to those who feel an 
interest in the labours of the Press ; or that 
they may add to the festivity of an annual 
or other friendly meeting. 

The limits of this work did not admit of my 
inserting all the interesting pieces which have, 
from time to time, been written on the Art of 



VI. PREFACE. 



Printing, I have, therefore, introduced as 
many as possible of the compositions of those 
who are, or have been connected with the 
profession. I trust, such as are here presented, 
will show 

** That Printers condescend the Press to soil 
With rhyme." 

To those friends who have assisted me in the 
progress of the work, I return my sincere 
acknowledgments. Such subjects have been 
chosen to embellish the work as I thought de- 
serving of notice ; nor can I omit the meed of 
praise due to E. Wild, of this town, a printer, 
and a self-taught artist in wood engraving, for 
the manner in which they are executed. 

It has been my endeavour to combine the 
agreeable with the useful; and should this, a 
first attempt, meet the approbation of the 
"Gentlemen of the Press,'' to whom it is most 
respectfully inscribed, the aim of the Compiler 
will be attained, his warmest wishes realized, 
and a debt of heartfelt gratitude be ovring to 
them from 

C. H. T. 



A BROTHER TYPO. 



JSTottingham, August 22, 1833. 
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A\D OTHER POEMS. 



EXTRACTS I 



"THE PRESS." A POEM. 
IJatt Jfirfit. 

Sire of our Art," whose genius first designed 
This great memorial of a daring mind. 
And taught the lever with unceasing play 
To Blop the waste of Time's destmctiye sway. 
The Verse — O great progenitor ! he thine. 
Late, but sincere, where all thy worth shall shine j 
What Printer, ever since thy distant days. 
Hath touch 'd the strings responsive to thy praise ? 
With trembling hand die boon let me bestow, — 
Hear, then, ye nations ! what to him ye owe. 



Say, what was mai 
What bonds his glor 



re by the Press refined ? 
IS enei^ies confined ? 



INTRODUCTORY POEM. 

Did Genius, thro' the dull chaotic wasii'. 
Court the ftur forms of beauty and of taste, 
Tho' strong his ardour, and llio pure his love. 
Small was the sphere wheieia tliose powers could ir 
The metcor-heam that science lent mankind, 
Darling efliilgence on th' enquiring mind, 
Oft gleam'd — a weak and transitory light, 
A moment glared — then sunk in endless night : 
Man knew so means to hold the flitting race 
Of Art's coy forms, that courted his embrace ; 
Hia only hope in Memory's stinted power, 
The orid record — changing every hour. 

In early timesj our Presf as yet unknown, 
The artist carred his hieroglyphic stone ; 
The lasting pile Ambition sought to raise 
To gratify his ardent thirst of praise ; 
Whilst round him mould 'ring ruins mock'd hi 
And show'd ih' oblivious fate Lis toil must share Jg 
And Genius pensive sat — in thought profound. 
Mourning the spoils of ages scattered round ; 
Benighted Reason alumber'd in the breasi, 
LuU'd by the gloom of Ignorance to rest j 
The trackless age wilh rapid pinion flew. 
And dropp'd the veil that closed the distant view.j 

Immortal spirits ! ye who first could feel 
For Learning 'spure delights a holy zeal ; 
Who first the ever-waiiting laihp renew 'd. 
Wrapt in the joys of thotightftJ solitude ; 
And raised the temple on eternal base. 
To Knowledge sacred and the human race ; 
Thro' drear Oblivion's boundless vortex tost. 
Sages ! we mourn your great productions losi 
Yet be your worth in every distant clime 
Acknowledged thro' the thickening mists of timei-l 

Fathers of Science ! who with careful hand 
Planted the genu in every distant land. 
And 'mid the barbaioiis waste of elder times 
Foster'd the tender shoots in cheerless climes. 
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INTBOOITCTOKT POEK. 

Your ceaseless labours man shall still regard, 
Tho' scant the harvest which those tiiils reward ; 
Unknown the matchless powers which we possess. 
Unknown the Pbinter, and unknown his Press. 

Mentz ! proud city, long thy fame enjoy. 
For with the J^ess thy gloiT ne'er shall die. 
Still may thy guardian hatUements withstand 
The ruthless shock of War's destructive hand ; 
Where Guttehbebo with toil incessant wrought 
The imitative lines of written thought ; 
And ajj his art a nobler effort made. 
The sweeping lever his commands obey'd ; 
Elastic bcdls the sable stains supply, 
Light o'er the form the sheeted tympans fly; 
The beauteous work retuniing leaves unfold, 
As with alternate force lie asle roll'd. 

His bosom now unbounded joys expand, 
A printed volume owns his forming hand ! 
The curious work from sculptur'd blocks imprest. 
The rising glories of his art confest 1 

To give to distant times a name more dear. 
To spread the blessing thro' a wider sphere, 
ScuoEFFER and Faust with kindling ardour fir'd. 
Lent the strong aid that thirst of fame inspir'd ; 
The stubborn block, with rude unchanging form. 
One end could answer, but one task perform. 
Till Faust, with all his powers of genius ripe. 
Struck the fine die, and cast the moving type. 
That ever, as the curious artist will'd. 
In some new station some new office fill'd. 

With ancient Mentz, our central point of art. 
In the proud race the neighbouring cities start. 
Spreading, as light diverges from its source. 
The great invention through a distant course ; 
Thronging around, the candidates for fame 
To br^ithe new life in countless numbers came, _ 
B 3 



INTKOmiCTOBY POBK. 

Press for the meed which we alone bestow. 
The source fixroi whicli immortal honours flow. 

O Albion ! still thy gratilude confess 
To Caxton, fonnder of the Briliih Press : 
Since first ihy mountains rose, or rivers flow'd. 
Who on ihine isles ao rich a boon bestow'd ? 
Yei stands the chapel in yon golhic shrine, 
Where wrought the father of out English line } I 
Our art was Lail'd from kingdoms far abroad. 
And cherish 'd in the hallow d house of God ; 
From which we learn the homage it received 
And how our sires its heavenly birth heliev'd ; 
Each Printer hence, howe'er unblest his walls. 
E'en to this day his house a Chapel* calls. 

Time, of the flying years in rapid chase. 
Saw our laborious brotherhood increase ; 
And as his pinion wav 'd upon the blast, 
Still met again the soul of ages past. 
As farther spread our telegraph of mind. 
In closer union distant nations join'd ; 
Thus floiuish'd Instc, as emulation reign 'd. 
Thus worth and talents their high station gain'd. ! 

yield, ye hving, to the great who rest 
Sharing celestial joys among the blest ; 
Columbia rising into wealth and power, 
Unites her fame with Pranklin's natal hour. 
Franklin, who struck with awe his country's 
And great befoi'e a venal senate rose. — 
Artists who in your humbler stations stand. 
Earning your bread by labour's active hand. 
He left the lesson to your useful class, — 
Unheeded shall the great example pass ? 
Like yours his sinewy arm the lever sway'd, 
And Independence her blest tribute paid. 

*ThE tnio otChapil lo IfielnteniiJ icgnliliunj of a prinHngofflce.origlnn 
Ed in CuitDn'l tlcroisluK tfae prafcuion 111 gni ot Ihc cbipels in WestnilDsli 

ijiutiiiB,orWibi!iogIlieilnIEngll.hprlBrer.— J«M>fB?. ' "" "■''' 
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ISTRODPCTORT POEM. 

Babkerville ! the anxious wish was thine 
Utility with beauty to combine ; 
To bid th' o'erweening tiirst of gain subside ; 
Improvement all thy care, and all thy pride : 
When Birmingliani, for riots and for crimes 
Shall meet the keen reproach of fbture times. 
Then shall she find, amongst our bonour'd race. 
One name to save her from entire disgrace. 

Aided by thee,— Art sublime! our race 
Spurns the opposing bounds of time and space. 
With fame's swift flight to hold an equal course 
And taste the stream fi-om Keason's purest source ; 
Vice and her bydra sons, thy powers can bind, 
And cast in Virtue's mould the plastic mind. 



part ftECDnO. 

In times ere yet the Press had blest mankind, , 
Perished unknown the noble works of mind ; 
O'er tracldeBS wastes, where science lent no ray. 
And cheerless climes, was genius doomed to stray; 
His usefulness as bounded as his fame. 
His body death — oblivion seized his name ; 
The eternal essence to its source returned, 
Unfelt its blessings, and its loss unmourn'd. 
How changed the auspices of those who wait 
In these our days at Fame's celestial gate ! 
T'is merit leads them (liroi^h the sacred hound. 
Where flowers Elyaian deck the holy ground. 

To us the keys of knowledge are consign'd. 
As honest guardians of the public mind. 
The form indelible our art bestows 
Will last unchanged till Time itself shall close ; 
Admiring Genius contemplates with joy. 
The wond'rous engines of their great employ ; 



t IKTRODQCroXT PORH. ' 

And as the angroentlng stores of knovledKc rise^' 
Hails the kind labour that his wants supplies- 

Ye to nhom late iolrusts this great machiiie. 
On which the noild's best hopes mnst ever lean, J 
With man himself ye harea great account i — 
Taint not the life-stream at its sacred fount ; 
O "ponder well" what thousands every day 
Ye guide by truth, or basely lead astray ; 
Give not your names to infamous renown. 
As 0111 worst enemies O go not down I 
Let no mean dread of indigence defeat 
What Reason dtciales Irom her judgment seal 
fie honest I leave the rest to time and fate. 
Your great reward n4D eome— or soon — or late. ' 

Brothers, and fellow-lahouTera in our art, 
Who urge incessant toil wiihpaucut bean. 
Whether at Cote the lighter task ye prove. 
Or with Btreiched nerves the powerful lever n; 
May honest pride yonr manly bosom swell ; 
chief, with you let moral goodness dwell 1 
No degradation waits on humble means. 
Not powerful vice iia elevation screens. 
Yours is the glory — yours the victor's meed. 
Whom from the right temptation cannot lead ; ' 
Behold what millions by your toil rejoice : 
Let Friendship speak, O list that warning voice b 
Whilst your industrious hands heap up 3ie stores^ 
To r.heer the heart of man on distant shores ; 
Amidst the wonders that yourselves have wrought. 
Amongst mankind be not alone untaught ; 
Let temperance lead you through her golden gate : 
With moral wortli ye niny be truly great. 

Nor shall the man who bears the hardest loi, 
Pa-ss in my strains, unnoticed and forgot ; 
Straining at once liia eye-balls and his wits, 
With care o'erwhelm'd the lynx-eyed Reader » 
His practised glance the lurking fault delects. 
For ever reads — corrects— and re-correcta; 



INTEODUCTORY POEM. ' 

Whttte'er is wrong liis patient hand repairs. 
His Ihoughtfu) brow ia witness to his cares ; 
From morn to night his lahours gi'ow noi slack. 
He bears a load — like Atlas — on his back. 
The well-trained Urchin at his side attends. 
And needful aid with infant frolic blends ; 
Before liim oft the zig-zag puzzles lie. 
Like hlurriugs irom the hand of agony ; 
O'er these, with keen decj^hering powers he flies. 
His ready tongue in union with his eyes ; 
Tia wond'rous through the chaos how he speeds. 
And in the pwnful task so well succeeds ; 
Translating what the incougruous marks denote. 
The sybil signs some careless author wrote. 

May those who flourish whilst our works they vend, 
To us their generous sympathies extend ! 
Their fortunes come not by an humble gain. 
Their wares are beauteous fabrics of the brain. 
Finer than finest tissue e'er was wrought. 
And woven of the gossamer of thought. 
Would they could know how hard it is to trace 
The coy idea to its lurking place ; 
To seize the evanescent forms that play 
Along imagination's trackless way ; 
To clothe a phantum in the robes of light. 
And steep the soiU in visions of delight ! 

guard the Press, ye nations ! let it share 
Your sleepless watchtu({s, your unceasing core ; 
No more be victims of dull confidence. 
But with keen eye, and with a quicken 'd sense 
Distrust weak man when he to power aspires ; 
Curb in his might whom mad ambition fires. 
The first devouring fear that rends his breast. 
That hannts by day, and nighdy breaks his rest. 
Springs from our Art ; he loathes the glorious light J 
It spreads around, so piercing and so bright. 
Where royal treason lurks — 'tis this he fears 
Meae tlum the steel an iiyured nation bears. — 



SONGS OF THE PRESS. 

The Press alone the tyrant's wrath can hrave ; 

What other arm the people's rights can save ? 

This is the nation's glory, their true wealth ; 

Its influence spreads an atmosphere of health. 

No marshall'd hands, with dungeon, and with chain 

And all the ills that follow in their train. 

Against the Press can hold successful war. — 

The hero raging o'er the fields afar. 

As well might aim to pluck from yon high sphere 

The red-eyed Mars, to grace his triumphs here. 

As ever hope to glory in the hour 

When he shall circumscribe its mighty power. 

John M'Creery, 



ODE TO THE PRINTER'S DEVIL,^ 

Who brought me a proof to be corrected, and who fell asleep 
while it was undergoing correction : — being 

An Ode founded on fact ! 
* Fallen Cherub.'*— idi/fon^s Paradise Lost, 

Oh ! bright and blessed hour ; — 
The Devil's asleep ! — I see his little lashes 

Lying in sable o'er his sable cheek : 
Closed are his wicked little window sashes. 
And tranced is Evil's power ! 
The world seems hush'd and dreaming out a-doors ; 

Spirits but speak ; 
And the heart echoes, — ^while the Devil snores; 

*The Primtbr^sDbvil is acharacteralmostidentifted with the origin of the 
art, and we ma^ consider ourselves peculiarly fortunate in having a guardian 
exclusively assigned to us, froin whom, notwithstanding his general bad eon- 
duct to other people, we have so little to apprehend, and who is commonly 
our faithful assistant, both in our labours and in our pleasures.— AT Cr eery. 
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Sleep, baby of the dama'd ! 
Sleep, where no press of trouble standelh by ! 
Slack wanderer amid tlie wandering. 
How quiet is thine eye ! 
Strange are thy very small pernicious dreams,— 
With shades of printers ctanuo'd. 
And pica, double pica, on the wing ! 
,Or in cold sheets my sprite perchance is flying 

The world about, — 
Dying, — -and yet, not like the Devil dying — 
Dele J — the evil oat '■ 



Before sweet sleep drew down 
The blinds upon thy Day and Martin eyes, — 
.Thou didst let slip thy dip of mischief on me. 
With weary, weaiy sighs : 
And then, ontwom with demoning o'er town ! 
Oblivion won thee ! 
-Best of compositors ! — Thon didat compose 
;Thy decent little wicked self, — and go 

A Devil-cruiser round the shores of sleep — 
I I hear thee fathom many a slumber-deep. 
In the waves of woe: 
Dropping thy lids of lead. 
To sound the dead ! 



Heaven forgive me ! — I 
Have wicked schemes about thee, wicked o; 
' And in my scheming, sigh. 

And stagger under a gigantic thought : 
" What if I run my pen into thine eye. 

And put thee out ! 
Killing the Devil will be a noble deed, 

A deed to snatch perdition from mankind — 
To make the Methodist's a stingless creed — 
To root out terror from the Brewer's mind— 
And break the bondage which the Printer presses — 

To change the fate of Lawyers — 
Confirm the Parson's holy si 
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Make worthless Sin's approaches — 
To justify the hringing up addresses 
To me, in hackney coaches. 
From operative Sawyers!** 

" To murder thee" — 
Methinks — " will never harm my precious head — 
For what can chance me, when the Devil is dead ! 
But when I look on thy serene repose. 
Hear the small Satan dying through thy nose, — 
My thoughts become less dangerous and more deep : 
I can but wish thee everlasting sleep !" 

Sleep free from dreams, — 
Of t3rpe, and ink, and press, and dabbing ball — 

Sleep free from all 
That would make shadowy devilish slumber darker. 
Sleep free from Mr. Baldwin's Mr. Parker ! 

Oh ! fare thee well ! 
Farewell — ^black bit of breathing sin ! — Farewell 
Tiny remembrancer of a Printer s hell ! 

Young thing of darkness, seeming 
A small poor type of wickedness, set up ! 

Full is thy little cup 
Of misery in the waking world ! — So dreaming 

Perchance may now undemonize thy fate 

And bear thee. Black-boy, to a whiter state ! 
Yet mortal evil is, than thine, more high : — 
Thou art upright in sleep ; — ^men sleep, — and lie ! 

And from thy lids to me a moral peeps. 
For / correct my errors, — while the Devil sleeps ! 

London, June, 1823. JsTed Ward, Jun. 



A PRINTER'S KISS. 

Print on my lip another kiss. 
The picture of thy glowing pa^ion ; 

Nay, this won't do— -nor tMs — nor this — 
But now — ^Ay, that s a proof impression ! 
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SONG. 

Written for the Liverpool Typographical Society. ' 



" Ye famed men of letters, companions so jolly. 
Take copy from me, and chase out melancholy ; 
To the point 111 soon come, Sirt, nor run it on long 
Ere a period I put to the lines of my song. 

Huzza ! for the Printer, may care never press him ; 

But friendship and love ever hless him, huzza ; 

On Mersey's wide margin I went on the tramp, 
My stick in my hand, short of qtwins, spirits damp ; 
When a fair slender female, of paragon face. 
Began soon to set me in much lower case. 
Huzza ! &c. 

Her figure was capital — 'twas nonpareil, 
Her look — Oh ! wnat cut could ex-press such a smile ? 
Sprung she seem'd from no minion,h\xt someEnglish Earl, 
For her rings were all set with hright diamond and pearl. 
Huzza! &c. 

In my heart Cupid's shooting-stick made devastation. 
And she soon gain'd a point of my great admiration ! 
I stood like a column, ner galley-slaye I, 
On the rack lest she'd batter my heart with the QUI. 
Huzza! &c. 

Though reduced to a cypher, I soon number*d hopes up. 
And sorted in English my figures and tropes up ; 
Type, letter, nor manuscript, e'er could record 
Each impressive paragraph, sentence, and word. 
Huzza! &c. 

A kiss I imprinted — an impression made ; 
No bar to my wishes, I hotpressed the maid ; 
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My ret/ittered vows, as her page, rose above. 
And em-bracei soon proved ihe full token of love. 
Huzza! &c. 

The matter revised, to the chapel we ron, 
Where Uie/a(Aer,with ftooi-icori.soonbcuinilusiB 
Made up by the _;'o6, 1 was lock'd ttp in joy ; 
No sorrow could get in, my mind to annoy. 
Huzza ! &c. 

'Tis true, she would fret me with cros*-n«fc and d. 
And then, to make eeen, I went on the batter ; 
But my errors corrected, by her admonition — 
Of myself she soon gave me a second edition. 
Huzza! &c. 

It may he out of form, yet a verse I'll insert — 
May yet still, lads of metal, your metal exert ; 
Composed may the/own( of your glee ever flow ; 
May health brace your nerves, and dtslrilmU all « 
Huzza ! &c. 

If foes to the press, monks, or friars, be dreaded. 
Oh ! theo be your cannon well pointed and leaded : 
The foes to the press, kings or despots anointed, — 
May you beat them to death with your cannon well poinM 

Huzza ! for the lever, slave-fetters to sever ; 

The press, freedom's bulwark, for ever, huzza '. 

My song unrevited, Sirs, here gives me much trouble, 
I find in last verse I have made a sad double ; 
Butyou^resserfme to sing,and though owi, I've no doubt 
Youll kindly o'erlook every " doable" and " out.'' ' 
Huzza! &c. 

Whefi your frames become battered with age, and look 

May you still have laid up a iai'ge heap at the bank ; 
Ana when to the light-house at evening you start, ! 
In landlord's good books — may you LIGHT on a quarto! 
Huzza ! &c. 
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Tliough oft you impose, in this world without feeling. 
And with hell and the devil have daily some dealing ; 
"Neath the iIom, when in coffin you'r laid, may a cofuntn 
Your fame and woTih publish as long aa q volume. 
Huzza! &c. 

And now, since we're met here to feast and to drink. 
To a sentiment, sure, I've a titfe, I think,— 
Till here for our pudding again we shall hie. 
May you live on ihe/at of the land wilLout^te. 



Huj 



! &c. 



July, 1823. 



LINES ON PRINTING. 

Hail, mystic art ! which men like angels taught, 
To speak to eyes, and paint embodied thought ! 
The deaf and dumb, bleat skill, relieved by thee. 
We make one sense perform the task of three. 
We see — we hear — we touch the head and heart. 
And take or give whal each but yields in part ; 
With the hard laws of distance we dispense. 
And, without sound, apart, commune in sense ; 
View, though confin'd, — nay, rule this earthly ball. 
And travel o'er the wide expanded all. 
Dead letters thus with living notions fraught. 
Prove to the soul the telescope of thought ; 
To mortal life immortal honour give. 
And bid all deeds and titles last and liye. 
In scanty life, Eternity we taste. 
View the first ages, and inform the last ; 
Arts, History, Laws, we purchase with a look, 
And keep like Fale, all nature in a Book. 

Mrs. Grierxo, 
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THE ORIGIN OF PRINTING. 

A CANTATA. 



RECITATIVE. 

When on the Greeks and Romans' learned page, 
The barb rous Goths (the scandal of that age) 
Plac'd their destro3dng hands, fair Science mourn 'd. 
And Learning was to deepest ignorance tum'd. 
Long in the darksome womb of hiding Time, 
The Arts lay hid, banish'd from ev'ry clime ; 
But when the Medician heroes liy*d. 
The blooming Science once again reviv'd. 

A.IR. 

TuDe — " Shepherd when you saw me Jly," 

See the Arts erect their heads ! 
See the Muses tune their song ! 
Learning o er each clime now spreads 
Where &e Goths had triumph a long ; 
Every scribe resumes his pen. 
Brutes are polish 'd into men. 

recitative. 

But sage Minerva thought the pen too slow, "" 

To make each useful Ait and Science flow 

Through ev'ry state, with necessary haste. 

To recompense the days of darkness past. 

Then she to Faust ana Schaffer did impart, 

That friend to Learning's cause, the Typographic Art. 

air. 

Tune—" rU range round the thady bowers." 

Hail noble Art, by which the world, 
Thoi^h long in barbarism hurl'd. 
Sees blooming Learning swift arise. 
And Science wafted to the skies. 
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Aided by thee, the printed page 
Conveys instruction to each age; 
When in one hour more aheels appear. 
Than Scribes could copy ia a year. 



Tune—" floosi iee/ a/ Old England." 

Then all who profess here that heaven-taught Art, 
And all who have Leomjng and Science at heart. 
Come join in my ditty, and each bear a part. 

To sing in the praise of good Printing, 
And to sing in that noble Ait's praise. 

Though ev'iy Composer a Galley must have. 
Yet think not by that a Composer's a slave, 
For ireedom he iabonrs, and freedom will have. 
To sing in the praise of good Printing, 
And to sing In that noble Ait's praise. 

Though he daily Imposes, 'tis not to do wrong, 
And, like Nimrod, he follows a Chase all day long. 
And he loves a good Slice, or he s much iu ihe wrong. 
To sing in the praise of good Priming, 
And to sing in that noble Art's praise. 

Though Correction he needs, all mankind does I 
If he Quadrats hia matter, he is not to blame. 
For to Juslijicalion he lays a strong claim. 

Then sing ia the praise of good Printing, 
And sing in that noble Art's praise. 

To complete this great Art, the Pressmen idl come. 
And each handles his halU, his Friskel, and Drum, 
And to make good impression the Plallin pulls home, 
While be sings to the praise of good Printiiif 
And singa in that noble Art's praise. 
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But, as tht (jld [iroTcrb relaU!8 very clejir. 
We're Uie Turtbest from good when ihe church we ; 
So in each Primer's Chaptl do Deri's appear, [w 
Who roar in the praise of good Priaiing, 
And ding in that noble Art s praise. 

Then let us regard, aa the luder of Art, 
Each one who in Printing dolh bear the least part, 
^d whoe'er would oppreaa it must have a vile liean. 
Then sing in the praise of good Printing, 
And sing in that noble Art's praise. 



On Ike JJberly of Ike Prt)>s. 

KoME laws there are too sacred for the hand 
Of man to approach ; recorded in the blooil 
Of patriots ; before which, as the rood 

Of faith, devotional we take our stand ; 

Time-haltow'd laws I magnificently plann'd 
When freedom was the nurse of public good. 
And power paternal ! laws that have witSstood 

All storms, like laithfu! bulwarks of llie land : 

UnHbackled will, liank utterance of the mind. 
Without which freedom dies and laws are vain. 
On such we found our rights, to such we cling : 

In these should power hia surest safeguard find. 
Tread them not down in passion or disdain — 
Make man a reptile he will turn and sting! 

Dublin. A. de J^ 



A PRINTER'S WIDOW. 

This daily publishing the wei-ds of woe, 
Announces to my eye, aa pica plain, 

A dear, romantic, duodecimo. 

Unbound and going into sheet* again I 
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THE PRESSMAN'S SONG. 

Air. — " The Woodman." 

Close immiir'd by narrow walls, 
Hark ! I hear the Pressman's balls. 
Who dreams not as the tympan falls. 

What mischief he may bring : 
Though modern statesmen may abuse 
Plain honest facts, for vile untruths. 
Of this I^m sure he'll never muse, 

~!Axit pull, and heat, and sing. 

The sheet now ^ull'd by this bold man, 
Pei-haps may vie with brilliant Fan, 
Or papers waste with greasy Nan, 

To wrap her cuatards nice : 
Or puffs for dancing -master's jiga. 
New faahion'd braid full bottom'd wigs. 
In which the Mayor might strut so big. 

Quite knowing in a trice. 

Thou mak'st bold PreMman, Oh ! what grief. 
The statute dire, which hangs the thief, 
And orders from the great Lord-Chief, 

Or bills for Cobblers' stall ; 
Thou panip 'rest life in every stage. 
From simp'ring yoiith to mumbling age ; 
For Belles their novels ; Beaus their plays ; 

And bibles for us all. 

Thenjustico let ns eser grant. 
Nor warm encomiums ever want. 
Who silenc'd superstition's xaM, 

And spread our glorious light : 
Who shook fell tyrant's bloody away, 
Illuniin'd all with reason's ray, 
Shew'd Englishmen as clear as day. 

Their sacred, precious right. 
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THE PRESS. 

Written for the Printers of Sheffield on the passing of 
the Reform Bills, Augiist, 1832. 

God said, " Let there be light ! " 
Grim darkness felt his might. 
And fled away ; 
Then, startled seas, and mountains cold 
Shone forth, all bright in blue and gold. 
And cried, " 'Tis day ! 'tis day !" 
" Hail holy light !" exclaim'd 
The thund'rous cloud, that flam'd 
0*er daisies white ; 
And, lo ! the rose, in crimson dress' d, 
Lean'd sweetly on the lily's breast. 

And, blushing, murmur'd, " Light!** 
Then was the skylark bom ; 
Then rose th' embattled com ; 
Then floods of praise 
Flow'd er the sunny hills of noon ; 
And then, in stillest night, the moon 
Pour'd forth her pensive lays. 
Lo ! heav ns bright bow is glad ; 
Lo ! trees and flowers, all clad 
In glory, bloom ! 
And shall the mortal sons of God, 
Be senseless as the trodden elod. 
And darker than the tomb P 
No, by the MIND of man ! 
By the swart artisan ! 
By God, our Sire ! 
Our souls haye holy light within. 
And every form of grief and sin 
Shall see and feel its fire. 
By earth, and hell, and heav n. 
The shroud of souls is riven ! 
Mind, mind alone. 
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Is light, and hope, and life, and pow«r ! 
Eiirih's deepest night, from this bless 'd hour, 
The night of minds is gone ! 
" The i'resa!" all lands shall sing; 
The Press, the Prest we bring, 
All loiiils to bless : 
Oh, pallid want ! oh, labour stark I 
Behold, we bring the second ark 1 

The Presn! the Prm! the Press! 

Author of Corn Law Rhymft. 



I 



THE BRITISH PRESS. 



Blent Invention, to God alone the praise I 
For gifting man tills noble Art to raise ; 
From thee what benefits do men possess ? 
The Pulpit, Bar, and Stage all now confess: 
Trace the Historic page and view the time. 
Before thou visited our native clime ; 
The want of thee kept .\rts and Commerce low, 
Without thy aid, how little could we know ! 
Thou art the means by which we gain redress. 
Our Nation 'a bulwark is. The Britiih Prets ! 

From Johnsm's Typographiii 
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AN ODE, 
Written for the Derby celebration of the Reform Bills. 

Bring forth the Press ! 
When first that mighty shout was heard. 
Truth rose, in radiant light ensphered. 

The Nations to address. 
Then Tyrants startled, with dismay, 
Caird forth their armies in array, — 
And Priestcraft, gaoler of the mind. 
In louder tones bla^hemed mankind : 
But Truth, indignant, cried. 
While suffering man replied. 
Bring forfii the Press ! 

Forth came the Press ! 
Forth then that mighty engine came. 
The power of knowledge to proclaim. 

And man with power to bless ; 
And where its leaves of thought were spread. 
There Superstition, trembling, fled ; 
And Tyrants, in their pride confest 
Dread of the people they oppress 'd — 
And courtiers, priests and peers. 
Shrieked out amid their fears. 
Destroy the Press ! 

Th' eternal Press ! 
Corruption's worms shall ne'er destroy. 
But patriots shall its power enjoy. 

In peace and happiness. 
And, see the eternal Press advance. 
With freedom over eager France — 
With freedom o er each German tribe — 
Beform on Britain's flag inscribe — 
Brougham, Russell, Althorp, Grey, 
Are names bright in the ray 

Of the eternal Press. 

Thomas JSToble. 
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Wrilten for the Bristol Typographical Society. 

To set vp a Bong for your pleasure 111 try. 
And my thoughts I'll distrHmte though running to pie ; 
Yon shall have the best copy my strip can afford. 
And knowing my case must not slick for a irorrf. 

Of Printing and Printers we've long had /air proof. 
Whose correction makes ignorant pride aland nlouf ; 
On the rack we will bailer each akrisli opinion, 
And chase Ihe base columjis of FoUy's dull minim. 

At war, and its mynnidoDS, cannon still point ; 
May piece-work still furnish its pot and good joint ; 
May the wielders of pikes find in pica a trimmer. 
And long shots exploded by firo of long primer. 

Of Press and PresB-wartaals, our nation's disgrace, 
Our press has long striven the shame to erase : 
May the freedom from Press be our Tars' fond delight, 
And the freedom to press he the Printers' proud right. 

To prest ! — what parenthesis gape in the word ! 
How inclusive the phrase \ with what comfort 'tis stored ; 
To press, hot or cold, — in fair sheets, wet or dry, 
May our fortune be ever, nor sheets ever^y. 

May our chapel, of wisdom and sense the bright fane, 
Devoted to Engli&k and freedom remain. 
While monks and grey friars, ever fruitful in evil, 
Shall there meet their maM;h in their old friend our devil- 

At the bank may we lay-up a heap, and may that 
Exhibit good mailer and plenty of fat ; 
And where's the companion can e'er prove a churl, 
Whose hands daily glisten with diamond and pearl ? 
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And falsehood so soberly imitates truth, 

As nonsense will, frequently, clearness of head. 

That, seeking for knowledge, too credulous youth 
Become worse than ignorant, being misled. 

What your true value then, I am puzzled to tell ; 

Or whether most good or most harm you have done ; 
And, being uncertain, perhaps 'tis as well 

To finish my musings just where they begun. 
But, dear A. B. C. think not hostile my lay ; 

In spite of misgivings, attach 'd to you still, 
A sword of defence I would not throw away. 

Because an assassin may use it to kill. 

Takings; or, ike Life of a Colhgian. 



THE PRESS AND LIBERTY. 
Written for the Manchester Typographical Society. 

Air.—" We shall ne'er see the like again.'' 

Each Briton loves his native shore. 

And Liberty doth prize : 
The richest gem in Natures store 

Is nought, till bondage fiies ; 
*Till Freedom breaks despotic chains. 

And tyrants prostrate fall ; 
Then man s majestic soul attains 

The fire of Freedom's call. 

O'er sea — on land — ^with power divine. 

The Press spreads Liberty ; 
The knave, with heart of base design. 

And all " the Powers that be," 
Are, by its master-spirit, taught 

That Nature must be free : 
Hail, then, the noble Art, so fraught — 

The Press and Libeily ! 
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The Press protects man s earthly right> 

And elevates his soul ; 
Expands his mind with Reason's light; 

Then pledge we, in the howl, 
** The Printing Art," — all nations' pride — 

The heacon free souls hail; 
*Tis Nature's friend — none dare heside 

The tjrrant's power assail. 

United, then, may Printers be, ^ 

In fHendship, hand, and heart : 
Of Fortune's smiles, which bless the free. 

May Typos claim a part : 
Since to their Art we Freedom owe ; 

By that doth bondage flee ; 
Then pledge, whilst the goblet o'erflow. 

The Press and Liberty ! 

June, 1829. C. W. Wallis. 



NEWSPAPER READERS. 

One Reader cries, your strain's too grave : 
Too much morality you have ; 

Too much about religion : 
Give me some witch and wizzard tales 
Of slip-shod ghosts, with fins and scales. 

Of feathers like a pigeon. 

I love to read, another cries. 
Those monstrous, fashionable lies — 

In other words those novels. 
Composed of kings, and queens, and l<H:ds, 
Of border wars, and gothic hordes 

That used to live in hovels. 

C 2 
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No, no, cries one, we've had enoi^h 
Of such confounded love-sick stuff. 

To craze the fair creation : 
Give us some recent foreign news 
Of Russians, Turks, the Greeks, or Jew§, 

Or any other nation. 

The man of dull scholastic lore. 
Would like to see a little more 

In scraps of Greek or Latin ; 
The merchant fain would learn the price 
Of Southern indigo and rice. 

Of India silks, or satin. 

Another cries, I want more fun, 
A witty anecdote or pun, 

A rehus, or a riddle — 
Some long for missionary news — 
And some (of worldly, carnal views) 

Would rather hear a fiddle. 

The critic, too, of classic skill. 
Must dip in gall his gander quill. 

And scrawl against the paper : 
Of all the literary fools. 
Bred in our colleges and schools. 

He cuts the greatest caper. 

Another cries, I want to see 
A jumhled-tip variety : 

Variety in all things — 
A miscellaneous hodge-podge print. 
Composed, I only give the hint. 

Of multifarious small things. 

I want some marriage news, says Miss, 
It constitutes my highest hliss 

To hear of weddings plenty ; 
For in a time of general rain 
None suffer from a drought, 'tis plain. 

At least not one in twenty. 
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I want to hear of deaths^ says one. 
Of people totally undone 

By losses^ fire, or fever; 
Another answers, full as wise, 
I'd rather have a fall and rise 

Of Racoon skins and Beaver. 

Some signify a secret wish 

For now and then a &vorite dish 

Of politics to suit them ; 
But here I rest at perfect ease. 
For should they swear the moon was cheese, 

I never shotild confute them. 

Or grave or humourous, wild or tame, 
Lof^ or low, 'tis all the same. 

Too haughty, or too humble : 
Then, Mr. Editor, pursue 
The path that seems the best to you. 

And let the grumblers grumble. 



SONG. 
Written for the Nottingham Typographical Society. 

Tune.— "Hearts of Oa3c»' 

Come aid me, kind friends, in a just noble cause. 

Who succour the needy by Charity's laws ; — 

Of you then 111 sing, and such hearts I caress. 

As maintain and defend the true rights of " The Pre$n.*' 

CHORUS. 

Hearty cheers now resound o'er a brim flowing bowl ; 

Your glasses fill ready. 

Steady boys steady — 
Our toast — ^" May the Press ever Tyrants control.*' • 
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Or praise the judgment of the town. 
And help youi'self to ran it dowii ; — 
Give up your fond paternal pride. 
Nor argue on tke weaker aide ; 
For poems read williout a naine 
We juady praise, or justly hlaine; 
And critics have no partial views, 
Except they know whom ihey abuse; 
And since you. ne'er provoked their spile. 
Depend upon't ilidr judgiueDt's right ; 
And you must bear the whole disgrace. 
Till some fresh blockhead takes your place 
1733. Dean SmffM 




THE rofL PROOF. 

Ye Authors list ! we must a tale unfold. 
Which, doubtless, some of youliave oft been toldg 
You little dream how much poor Typo'a vex'd. 
When with bud copy his mind's sore perplex'd; 
Nor is this all, he still has cause to dreail 
The Readers gall, when first his proof is read ; 
Correeled now, to you 'tis straight convey'd. 
And in a trice the greatest havoc's made ; 
Melhinka we see you every page survey, 
As with bliuit pen the teorld's .map you portray ! 
The numerous maris, on its margin's pitdn. 
Appear like soldiers in the battle slain ! 



€t 
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The proofs 8 retum'd — the ChapeVs members all 
Rush to die stone, obedient to his call^ 
To view this carnage, though no blood appears. 
Yet e'en the sight awakes their manly fears \ 
Aloud they roar — enough to strike him dead, 
" A mob, a mob, th' riot act must be read /" 
His grief to soothe — they^ S3rmpathising, bawl. 

Patience and a sharp bodkin cures all /" 
His ybrw, with heavy heart, he then lays up. 
And letters seeks, which fills his bitter cup. 
How often, when correcting at the stone. 
He s prayed for you, while breaking his breast-bone ! 
Reflect, when next you wield your potent quills. 
And spare the printer all these dreaded ills : 
Revise, transcribe, and make your copy right. 
Thus save his labour and his precious sight ! 

From Johnson's Typographia. 



SONG. 
Written for the Nottingham Typographical Society. 
Tune.—" 6ee<ho, Dobbin." 

Come, each Chapelonian ! I hope you'll agree. 
To drink to the mem'ry of Caxton, with me ; 
The Father of Printing, — his labour to bless. 
In Westminster Abbey he fix'd the first Press : 

Oh ! rare. Printing, the fam*d Art of Printing ! 

Long may it flourish, and never decay. 

The use of our Art spread in each British town, 
Tho* the monks and the friars would fain put it down ; 
In each chapel a devil soon put them to shame. 
And battered the foes that would mackle our fame ! 

Oh ! rare. Printing, &c. 

C 3 
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When call'd lo the bar we no register need. 
For so clean are our proof n to all that can read; 
And OQT hearts, like our quoins, are always secure. 
Our characlert bold, nad the fount will endure. 

Oh ! rare. Printing, &e^ I 

As cvmpaniotu, I trust, ne shall ever compote 
A broaaside of friendslitp, and on trampt ne'er impose ; 
To night, a /ui^ case, and the heap not too <^ry, 
A good measure, to-morrow, but the sorts not in ih>. 
Oh! rare. Printing, &c. 

May we keep in a Journal,* the joys of this day 
That will bear a Review" when we wish to be gay ; 
May a Mercury* waft to onr friends far and near, 
The/(J( work and good pull vie have once a year! 
Oh! rare. Printing, So;. 

When the Great Overseer bids the last form to TU«,^M 
May OUT work be correct, and need no revise; ^H 
Securely loek'd up, may fresh copy be given, ^M 

Aud eJ] Chapeltmians logetlier in Heaven ! ^* 

Oh ! rare. Printing, &c. 
Jme, 1831. C. H. Timperhij. 
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THE NEWSMAN. 

" I, that do bring the News," — Shakspearc. 

OtR calling, however, the "ulgar may deem, 
Was of old, both on high and below, in esteem ; 
E'en the gods were to much curiosity given. 
For Hermes was only the Newsman of heaven. 

Hence with wings to his cap, and his staff, and his heels. 
He depictured appears, which our myst'ry reveals. 
That news flies like wind, to raise sorrow or laughter. 
While leaning on Time, Tmlh comes heavily dter. 
1747. J^ewsmett't Verses. 

* Tbe NotliiiKbuD Hempaperi. 
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SOXG.— THE NEWSPAPER. 

TuNB.-" Oh, what » daj." 

Or, what a tJiing it is that ev'ry man cau read Uie news. 

And hv tho papers trace the progress, rise, and fall ; 
Old father Time, so kind, doea xe^'ulorly breed the news. 

Suitable to old and young, aod great mid Bmall : 
Each port intended is to womea or men tickle, 
Er'ry one looks out for something idenliual, 
Hopes after novelty, eye-sight certain ratifying. 
Mental hungry maw stuffing, gormandizing, gratifying. 
Oh. what a thing, &c. 

Each other's taste folks don't cure a button for : 
The soldier looks for battles lost and won ; 

Butchers the Smitfafield price beef and mutton for, 
(Sinking the olTal) at so much per stone ; 

Men of fashion, beau moade, elegance and graces ; 

Advertisements are read by servants wanting places ; 

Solid reading sought by thinking folks sedeulary ; 

Politicians pleased with reports jjarliamentary. 

Oh, what a tiling, &c. 

Black l^s look to the betting at TaliersaU's, 
Hedpng their he\s by this 'gainst that — 

Which hoise wins P — ihc first ur the latter shall ; 
Tallow-chandlers look to the price of fat ; 

Fundbolders see to the price of the four per cents ; 

Consols reduced, very much lower per cents. ; 

Lovers of poetry search for the metrical ; 

Actors to criticism — praise or blame theatrical. 

Oh, what a thing, &c. 

Members of Parliament read their own speeches ; 

Lawyers the King Bench Reports go tlirough ; 
Police Reports a good lesson teaches ; 

Mansion-house, Guildhall, and Bow-street looi 
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Pickpockets look for a certain part daily. 
Who's to be tried next at the Old Bailey ; 
Watch for the sentences of Judge on haranguing day. 
And who's to suffer on the next coining hanging day. 

Oh, what a thing, &c. 

Young maids look to the list of the marryings. 
Grim. Con., Rapes, not one line miss'd ; 

Undertakers to deaths and buryings. 

Ill-natured tradesmen to the bankrupts' list ; 

Doctors, effects of prescriptions and potions ; 

Half-pay officers, the list of promotions ; 

Pugalists, piize fights, and bull -baits vandalizing ; 

All old-maids to table-talk and scandalizing. 

Oh, what a thing, &c. 

•T. Hudson. 



HAMLET'S SOLILOQUY. 

IMITATED. 

To print, or not to print — that is the question. 

Whether 'tis better in a trunk to bury 

The quirks and crotchets of outrageous fancy. 

Or send a well wrote copy to the press. 

And, by disclosing, end them ? To print, to doubt 

No more ; and by one act to say we end 

The headache, and a thousand natural shocks 

Of scribbling frenzy — 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wish'd. To print — to beam 

From the same shelf with Pope, in calf well bound : 

To sleep, perchance, withQuarles — Ay, there's the rub— 

For to what class a writer may be doom'd, 

When he hath shuffled off some paltry stuff. 

Must give us pause. — There's the respect that makes 

Th' unwilling poet keep his piece nine yeai*s ; 

For who would bear the' impatient thirst of fame> 
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The pride of conscious merit, and, 'how A], 
The tedious importunity of frienda, 
When he himself might his qu-ielut make 
With B. bare inihom? Who would fiu'dels bear i* 
To groau and sweat under a load of wit ? 
But xh&i the tread of steep Parnassus' hill. 
That iindiscover'd country, with whose bays 
Few travellers retmn, puzzles the will. 
And mokes us rather bear to live unknown 
Than run lie hazard to be known, and damn'd. 
Thus Critics do make cowards of us all. 
And thus the healthful face of manv a poent , 
Is sicklied o'er wilh a pale manuscript; 
And enteqirisera of great fire and spirit, 
Wilh this regard, from Dodsley turn away. 
And lose the name of authoi's. 

Rtv. Itickard Jay,.. 



DESCRIPTION OF A NEWSPAPER. 

This folio of fonr pages, happv work I 

Which not even critics criticise ; that holds 

Inquisitive attention, while I reiid. 

Fast bound in chiuns of silence, which the fair. 

Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to break ; 

What is it, but amapof busy "life. 

Its fluctuations, and its vast concerns ? 

Here runs the mouutainoua and craggy ridge 

That tempts ambition. On the summit see 

The seals of office glitter in his eyes ; 

He climbsj he pants, he grasps them ! At his heely. 

Close at his beds, a demagi^ue ascends. 

And, with o dexterous jerk, soon twists him down, 

And wins them hut to lose them in bis timi. 

Here rilla of oily eloquence in soft 

Meanders lubricate the coarse thev take; 

The modest speaker is ashamed and grieved 
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To* engross a moment s notice ; and yet begs. 

Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts. 

However trivial all that he conceives. 

Sweet bashfulness ! it claims at least this praise ; 

The dearth of information and good sense> 

That it foretells us, always comes to pass. 

Cataracts of declamation thunder here ; 

There forests of no meaning spread the page. 

In which all comprehension wanders lost ! 

While fields of pleasantry amuse us there. 

With merry descants on a nation's woes. 

The rest appears a wilderness of strange 

But gay confusion ; roses for the cheeks. 

And lilies for the brows of faded age. 

Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald. 

Heaven, earth, and ocean, plunder d of their sweets, 

Nectareous essences, Olympian dews. 

Sermons, and city feasts, and favourite airs, 

Ethereal journies, submarine exploits. 

And Katerfelto, with his hair on end 

At his own wonders, wondering for his bread ! 

Cowper. 



ODE. 
Written for the Sheffield Typographical Society. 

Lord ! taught by thee, when Oaxton bade 

His silent words for ever speak ; 
A grave for t3nrants then was made — 

Then crack 'd the chain which yet shall break. 

With study worn, the all-scom'd man 
For bread, for bread, his Press prepared ; 

He knew not. Lord! thv wondVous plan ! 
Nor why, nor what, he did and dared ! 
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Wlieii first llie might of deatlilesa thought 
Impresa'd the far-inaiTUdting page ; — 

Unconscious Giant! liowlie sinole 
The fraud and force of uiuny an age ! 

Pall! wax'd the harlot, fear'd of iLrones, 
And (hey who bought her harlotry ; 

Tliy printer shook the throned on bones, 
And shall all evil yet to be. 

The power he grasp'd let none disdain. 
It conquer'd then and conquers still! 

By fraud and force assail'd in vain. 
It coiiquer'd then and ever will. 

It conquers here! the fight is won '. 

We thank thee Lord! with many a teur! 
For many a not unworthy son 

Of Caston does thy bidding here I 

We help ourselves — -thy cause we aid ; 

We build for heaven, beneath the skies ; 
And bless thee. Lord, that thou hust made 
Oar daily bread a tyrant's sighs. 
. ,1832^ Author of Corn Law Rhymts 



THE PRESS. 

The Press — the Press — the gloriou 

It makes the nations free ! 
Before it tyrants prostrate fall. 

And proud oppressors flee ! 
In what a state of wretchedness 

Without it we should be ; 
And can we then loo highly prize 

The scource of liberty ! 
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The Press — the Press — the glorious Press, 

It dissipates our gloom ! 
And sheds a ray of happiness 

O'er victims of the tomb. 
See darkness from his ebon throne 

Has fled to realms of night. 
And o'er the world is now diffused 

A flood of heavenly light ! 

The Press — the Press — the glorious Press ! 
What thanks axe due to those 
• Who all attempts to quench its beams 
TriumphanUy oppose ! 
To them belongs the wreath of fame ! 

The garland of renown! 
The honour of a deathless name, 
A never-fading cro^vTi. 

X. N. 



SONG.* 
TuNB.— « Roast beef of Old England." 

When learning and science were both sunk in night. 
And genius and freedom were banish'd outright, 
The invention of Printing soon brought all to light ; 
Then carol the beauties of Printing, 
And sing in the noble Art's praise. 

Then all who profess this great heaven-taught Ait, 
And have liberty, virtue, and knowledge at heart. 
Come join in these verses, and now bear a part. 

To carol, &c. 

Though every compositor galleys must have. 
Yet judge not from this, that he is a slave. 
For Printing has often dug tyitmny's grave. 

To carol, &c. 

* I am iDformed that this Sonij was written by a well-known typo^ com- 
mobly called Chester Booth ; and Mr. Dodd only borrowed a part for his 
Cantata.--Tide page 15, an <#r 
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If correction he needs, all mankind do the same. 
When he quadrats his matter, he is not to hlame. 
For to justification he lays a strong claim. 

Then carol, &c. 

Though he daily imposes, 'tis not to do wrong. 
Like Nimrod he follows the chase all day long. 
And always to him a good slice does helong. 

Then carol, &e. 

Though friendly to peace, yet French canon he loves. 
Expert in his great and long primer he proves ; 
And with skill and address all his furniture moves. 

Then carol, &c. 

Though no antiquaiy, he deals much in quoins. 
And freedom wiA loyalty closely combines. 
And to aid the republic of letters he joins. 

Then carol, &c. 

Extremes he avoids, and in medium invites. 
Though no blockhead, he often in foolscap delights. 
And handles his shooting -stick, though he ne'er fights. 

Then carol, &c. 

But the Art to complete, the stout Pressmen must come^ 
And make use of their rollers, their frisket, and drum^ 
And to strike the impression the plattin pull home.' 

Then carol, &c. 

But, as the old proverb declares very cleax*. 

We're the farthest from God when the church we are neai*; 

So in all printing chapels do devils appea,r. 

Then carol, &c. 

On the Press, truth, religion, and learning depend. 
Whilst that remains free, slav'ry ne'er gains its end. 
Then my bodkin in him who is not Printing's friend,, 

And carol the pi*aises df Printing, 

And sing in that noble Art's praise. 
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"THE COMPOSING ROOM," A POEM. 

But now the liiiher daicpa the angry flame. 
And tlie full chapel empties every frame. 
Sam Brown — llie plaintiff — duly has paid down. 
With aolenm phiz, the customary bromn; 
For here, as in King WtUiam'a courts of law. 
There must be current coin as well us jaw. 
The clerk cries " Silence!" and the falher spreads 
His hand, iu view of the assembled heads. 
And thus commences — "" Gentlemen, in your 
" CoUcclive wisdom we must lind a cure 
" For ilia — which I'm inform 'd by Mr. Brown, 
" Slick in his throat, and can't be bolted down." 
At this en.sues u loud and general laugh, 
With nods and winks, and lot,'? oi Tmder-ckaff, 
Order restor'd, — complainant states his case 
With quaTitum-suff o{ tremor and grimace : 



aliillty to drpkl the myjleriij or llie piolmniiuii, iteutltlei liim Initeiupporl 
oi Bvety brother Tjpo. 

• tn EXIaulTE bmnn, where dht nrDrkmea sre emvloyeil, tfac CMinga 

mimber of [he dBcb bu > wmnUiin lo nlli-jjf BBainil my of hii fcllow-wurk. 
mcD I Uie ant IrnlinuliHi of -which ho malin (a tin Fathrt of lii L'Aspil, 
lUDiilJy The oldest pirlnEor in llie hooie : vrhd. ihoaLd he DOQceLro IhaT the 
chAT^ ru he mbBtaatieledi end tbe liiJnrjTmiiitpoBed to h«ve been TtceiTcd. 
iioTiach munitode u to Bull for the LDreife»nceoribe1ftw,nimi 



typoflrapblcal rlgoDT and impaniallty. Tlie» triab, Ihonffb they are eaurcfi 
or neglHlorbnilBeHBadaUirr lmEiiTariLln,anca aSii^ tcenei oljeanine 

libation,' by whFGh"lhe'^^iuM w^rtm'n'iniiy waih ■nay'Lhe ilaln Ihat^ie 



80KGB OF THE PRBSS. 

" Vm sorry. Gents (his hand upon hi* braces), 
" My case has caus'd you all to leave your cases — 
" But Mr. Green supposes I am green, 
" Whereas the diff'rence will be shortly seen, 
" For you're too deep, too long upon the town, 
" To think that brown is green, or green is brown," 
Lend cries of NtMisense, Folly, Trash, and Stuff! 
Mix'd up with Question, Hear him, Thai's enough ! 

Now Mr. Brown — to order call'd — proceeds 
To tell the chapel of Green's evil deeds. 
" My father — iMister Father — Genllemen — 
" With your pennission I'll begin again. 
" Last 'Tuesday aficraoon, at half-past four — 
" It might be somewhat less, or somewhat more — 
" Defendant Green (as I suppose) espied 
" An empty letter-boarf at my frame side, 
" And speedily solicited me to 
" Penmi hia using it a day or so. 

" This I — at all times willing to obUege" 

Here plaintiff's head sustain 'd a vlg'rous sneeze. 

Which drove the heels of chapelonians near 

Upon the toes collected in their rear. 

And eaua'd some growlings — such as, " Cut the line ! 

" Dismiss his case, that I may goto mine I 

" I wish that Brown and Green were black and blue, 

" For hind'ring business with this much ado;" 

With more, which it is needless here to note ; 

When the loud " silence!" of the father's throat 

Recalls our bang-up speaker to his theme, 

Kindles his fire, and generates his steam. 

" Well — to conclude — to Mr. Green I lent 
" This board — the subject of my discontent; 
" But if chopp'd up— or cast into that burn 
" From whence, alas! no letter-boards return — 
" Or seiz'dby quoin-drawer overseer, to bear 
" Its load of standing matter for a year 
" (Fast bound in his queer closet's potent spell), 
■' 'I'd me 'twere quite as itn-come-at-able. 
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•' Therefore, I pray ye, make my cauae your tiv 
" And let this worthy thapel's will he done," 

He ceas'd — and, with a. self-approving smile, 
Louk'd round upon the partners of his toil ; 
Then prick 'd his ears up and compos 'd his mien 
To learn what might proceed from Mr, Green. 

He, with firm front and a decided tone. 
Admits at once the damage he has done. 
" r make not, gentlemen, a vain defence 
" Against our chapel's lan's and common sense. 
" I am the worm which levell'd Jonah's goiudl 
" I saw — I borrow 'd — and I kept his board. 
" This is the head and front of my offence ; 
" For thh the chapel fine is twenty-peace ; 
" Which I (in duly bound) will freely pay — 
" But yet I have a word or two to say. 
' I hate the < 



'Ofai 



t aiisUeraUc c; 



Q imperivm ttt tmpeno I — 
" Had Mr. Brown, while claiming of Ins right, 
" Behar'd towards me in a way polite, 
" And not perform 'd the parts of Bounce and Sieell — 
■' Which (though he acts thcin tolerably well) 
" To me are hateful as the fiends of hell — 
" I should have kept my temper and my word, 
" And long ere this reHim'd his letler-boai'd." 

So saying, on his cash his hand he laid. 
As one who thought — why, damme, who's afimd? 
Which when the father and the chapel saw. 
The cry was — " Messrs. Brown and Green, withdraw y 
This while they did, the chapel laugh 'd outright : 
Green stalk 'd like Aja\ from the field of fight; 
While little Brown — {like dug who fears the gale 
May separate his body from his tail. 
And therefore draws it close his legs between) — 
Slow creeping o'er the office Door was seen. 
At length the door shuts after them — and now, 
O Muse ! oasist me to describe — the tow. 
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To aid your view (I should have said before) 
Imagine, reader, thirty men, or more, 
Assembled near a long imposing stone ; 
Some more than sixty, some but twenty-one — 
Of each complejrioD, dbposition, taate — 
Imbu'd with virtoe, or by vice debas'd. 
Some strictly steady, /ram'd to peraesere. 



To bed — in one continu'd beftlen track : 
Deducting Sundays, walking, eating, sleeping. 
Through iheir whole lives at work they're closely keepiu] 
Others, erratic from their mother's breast. 
Are by some untam'd devil still posseat — 
These are your harutn-scamm joily boys. 
Who love Scotch ale, and glory in iheir noise; 
Who, if their object were the soul's salvation. 
Would strive to cany that — by acclamation ! 

This latter class (well knowing how to screen) 
Intuitively take the part of Green. 
The former — not without abundant cause — 
Support Saint Brown, the ch^jel, and its laws. 

And now— let loose awhile each Typo's tongue — 
Confusion reign'd, which cannot here be simg. 
Take, then, this single sample for the whole — 
A glass of punch will show what's in Lhebowl^ 
" I say Tom Green haa spoken like a man!" 
Loud cries of " Order!" through the chapel ran; 
Some from the father's lungs, and some from those 
Yclept the Saints, the Maw-worms, and the Crows. 
At length the father — " Gentlemen, forbear! 
" While all are talking, nobody can hear. 
" Into short wioiions cut your long verboses; 
" For really this too much our time engrosses. 
" And time, if well employ 'd, is cash, my boys ; 
" Therefore save all yon can, and — spare your jaws." 

Anon, like Antwerp's citadel, appears 
The motion — filling many breasts with fears ; 
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ButKwnTH' amendment's quick exploding; mine 

Compels its stem commander to resign. 

•' I move that we remit the fine on Green," 

Whs IcveU'd to the ground as soon as seen 

( Howe 'er secure, determin'd, or unwilling). 

By moving — " that Green's fine he mode a shilling.' 

Thusshowing, though the chapel'slaws ihey guard. 

No wish on individuals to be hard ; 

While the proposers of entire remission 

Hold out immunity for crime's commission. 

At length the chapel's messenger goes down 
Belovr — to fetch up Messrs. Green and Brown. 
Arriv'd, the chapel's organ — i. e. dad — 
Breathes forth this srflemn dirge, so slow and sad: — 

" My painful duty, Mr. Green, is now 
" (In chapel, where all typt^raphers bow) 
" "The chapel's awful mandate to reveal^ 
■' And show you how your brother members feel. 
" You have been guilty of a great transgression: 
" We've had the proo/t — we've got a strimg impressian\ 
" Of all your «wHw — guilt, remorse, confession! 
" We feel this latter feature in your ease 
" Gives it at once a better-fevour'd face ; 
" It sinks the offal, and it shows a mind 
" Not totally deprav'd, diaeas'd, and blind : 
" This almost sav'd you from impending fate, 
" And quite inclin'd us all to mitigate. 
" One solemn portion now alone remains 
" Of this black bill of penalties and pains : — 
" You know the chapel's fine is twenty-jience: 
" And thus — in me — the chapel shows its senae : 
" Take eii/At from twenty, (lye/w remains behind— 
" Our judgment is — that you one 606 be fin'd." 

These were his words — but my description's weak ; 
No one but those who saw and heard them speak. 
Can form an adequate idea of these 
Direrliitg, welUsustain'd, solemnities. 



I 



I 
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But ere the members to iheir framet return — 
To think how much they need, how Utile eiira — 
Towards the clerk I see the father look. 
And hear him ask — " What stands upon your book ?" 
Tlie cierk replies — " Ours are indeed hard lines; 
" Dry is the chapel, scanty are the finea. 
" I fear ere long we shall nave ' no effects,' 
" The bump of cireumipeelion so projects. 
" However, there's six shilHnga now in hand — 
" Then let the chapel issue its command 
" To spend or not to spend — as that's decided, 
" The liquor will or will not bt; provided." 

And now at once to th' vot* this question goes ; 
O iiMi-ingtonsl and cannot ye compose 
The diiferences of the Ayes and Noes P 
Well knowing (as ye do) good liquor slips 
Betwixt those parties, as 'twist uupa and lips. 
Cannot your partners — Clamour, Heat, and Noise — 
Mix up ahev'rage for your parched jaws ? 
May not your will and theirs, at least, be done 
By holding up two hands instead of one? — 
No ! — on aiviHon ev'iy Crow insists; 
Where nought is gain d by handy extra fisB: 
And {though ye tell their numbers o'er and o'er) 
They still have a majority ai—fovr. 
Alas ! your friends are smother'd in the dust 
They rais'd — with nothing to aasuoge their thin!t 1 

Go on, brave Typos ! ever thus outvote 
All motions lowing from a 6ery throat. 
Fools, like soft stones, yield to the force of drops ; 
But men of mind may moi'e than masteT Mops ! 

By a Compositor. 



TYPOGRAPHICAL WIT. 
" Ho ! Tommy," bawls Type, to a brother in trade, 
" The ministry are to be ekang 'd it is said," 
"That's good," replied Tom; "but it better would be. 
Witt a trifiing erratum.' " What -"' " Dele the c." 
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WriiUn at the request of the Pointers of New York. 
TiHB. — "Marseillola Hjnm." 

O'ek regal domea, renown'd in slory, 
The irinal banner proudly waves ; 

And France resumea the inarch of glory— 
Her gallant sona no longer slaves. 

With tyrants vainly had thev pleaded ; 
But when \h& I^ets in thunder spoke. 
It burst their chains with lighlutng-stri 

And peace and liberty succeeded. 



Then swell the -choral strains. 

To hail the blest decree ; 
R«joiee ! rejoice ! the Prssi shall reign, 

And all the world be free. 

All hail, renown 'd chivairic nation 1 

Land of the olive and the vine ; 
IiLS])tred with kindred emulation. 

Our bosoms glow with joy like thine, 
Columbia's grateful sons can never 

Foi^et that in her darkest hour 

She owed to Gallic arm the power. 
To diseuthmll her Press for ever. 

Then swell the choral straina.-l 

The day which saw the sceptre shivered. 
And hailed Columbia truly free. 

From every hireling foe delivered. 
We consecrat* to joy and thee. 

Powerless are thy tyrants — Liber^, 
And a free Press, the beacon light 
That bursts upon oppression's night. 

Has spread eternal glory o'er thee. 

Then swell tLe choral strau 



Thv charter 'd rights, with lawless daring, 

Beneath oppressors' feet were trod j 
'Till startled desimls heard, despairing, 

The people's voice, the voice of God! 
Their sovereign will was loudly spoken — 

The Press proclaimed it to the world — 

Till Freedom's ensign waved unftirled. 
And Gallia's galling chains were broken. 

Then swell the choral strains. 

Thy gallant band of youthful heroes, 

R{)used by their bleeding country's prayers. 
Undaunted hurled on ruthless nerves 

The vengeance due to crimes like theirs. 
Too late they see their fatal error — 

Their hirding guards by thousands fall — 

The Press resigns its twes forhaU, 
And depots fly the scene m terror. 

Then swell the choral strains. 

Their deeds shall live in deathless story, 

And song preserve their chaplela green ; 
Yet still the brightest raya of glory 

Circle one god-like brow serene; 
'Tis his, whose youthful valour aided 

Columbia's cause, when hostile bands 

Were laying waste her fdrest lands, 
And all her blooming hopes hod faded. 

Then swell the choral stnuna. 

Immortal Lafayette, we hail thee— 

The friend of equal rights on earth ; 
Though servile tools of Kings ass^l thee, 

Columbia knows and owns thy worth. 
Thou first of heroes, best of sages. 

The glorious chaplet thou hast won. 

Disciple of our Washington, 
Shall bloom like his for endless ages. 

Then swell the choral strains. 

Samuel IVoodworth. 
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THE PAPER. 



TO OIR COL'N'TftY C0LIS1N9. 



Ik gown and slippers loosely drest, 
And breakfast brouglit, a welcome ^esl, 
What is it gives lie meal a zest ? 

The PaperiJ 

When new laid eggs the lahle grace. 
And smoking rolls are in their place. 
Say what enlivens every face? ■ 

The Paper,! 

in vain the um is hissing hot, 
in vain rich Hyaon stores the pot, 
If the vile newsman has forgot 

The Papers I 

What is't can draw the vicar's eye 
E'en from the tithe pig smoking hv. 
To mark some vacant rectory ? 

The Paper. 

What is't attracts the optic powers 
Of Ensign gay, when Fortune showers 
Down proapecta of " a step" in " oms ?' 

The Paper,! 

What is't can make the man of law 
Neglect the deed or plea, lo draw 
Ca. 8a. — Fi. Fa. — Indictment, Flaw ? 

The Pap 

What is't can soothe his client's woe. 
And make him quite forget John Doe, 
Nor think on Mister Bichard Eoe ? 

The Pane 
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Wlial is't absorbs tiie wealthy cit. 
The half-pay sub, the foolj the wit. 
The toothless aunt, the forward chit, i* 

The Paper. 

What is't informs the country round 

What's stolen or stray'd, what's lost or found ; 

Who's bom, and who's put under ground ? 

The Paper. 

What tells yon all that's done and said. 
The fall of beer and rise of bread. 
And wbat fair lady's brought to bed ? 

The Paper, 

Wliat is it tells of plays and balls, 
AIniack's, and gas lights, and St. Paul's, 
And gamblers caught by Mr. Halls P 

The Paper. 

Wbat is't narrates full many a story 
Of Mr. Speaker, Whig, and Tory, 
And beroes all ag(^ lor glory i* 

The Paper. 

What speaks of thieves, and nurses taken. 
And murders done, and maios forsaken. 
And average price of Wiltshire bacon i" 

The Paper. 

Abroad, at home, infirm, or stout 
In health, or raving with the gout. 
Who poaaihly can do without 

The Paper ? 

lis worth and merits then revere. 
And since to day b^ns the year, 

Foiget not 'midst your Christmaa cheer, 
Nor think you ere can buv too dear. 

The Paper. 



THE POET'S PEN. 

(From the Greek of Menecratet.) 

I was an useless reed ; no cluster hung 

My brow wiih purple grapes, no blossom flung' 

The coronet of crimson on my slem j 

No apple bluaheil upon me, nor (the gem 

()f flowers) the violet slrcwed the yellow heath 

Around my feet, nor jessamine's sweet wreatli 

Kobed me in siiver: day and night 1 pined 

Ou the lone moor, and shiver 'd m the nind. 

At length a poet found me. From my side 

He smoothed the pale and withered leaves, and dyod 

My lips in Helicon. From that high hour 

I SPOKE ! My words were flame and living power, I 

All the wide wondera of the earth were mine. 

Fax as the sm'ges roll, or sunbeams »hine ; 

Deep (IS earth's bosom bides tlie ememld ; 

High as tlie hills nith thunder clouds are pall'd. 

And there was sweetness round me, that the dew 

Had never wet so sweet on violela bine. 

To me the mighty sceptre was a wand. 

The roar of nations peal 'd at my command; 

To me, the dungeon, sword, and scourge were vai 

I amote the smiter, and 1 broke tlie chain ; 

Or tow'ring o'er them all, without a plume, 

I pierced Uie purple air, the tempest's gloom, 

Till blaz'd th Olympian gloriea on my eye, 

Stars, temples, thrones, and gods — inflnity. 

Pulci. 



THE POET'S PORTION. 

Wh*t is a mine — a treasury — a dower — 

A magic talisman of mighty power P 
A poet's wide possesaon of the earth; 
He has th' enjoyment of a flower's birth 
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Beforii its budding — ere the first red streaks — 
And winter cannot rob him of Uieir cheeks. 
Look if bis dawo be not ere other iDen's 
Twenty bii|>ht flushes — ere another kens 
The first of sunlight is abroad, he sees 
la gold election of the topmost trees. 
And opes the splendid fisHares of the mom. 
When do hia fruits delay ? When doth his cutn 
Linger for harvesting ? Before the leaf 
Is cotnmonly abroad, in his piled sheaf 
The flagging poppies lose theii aident flame. 
No sweet there is, no pleasure yon csn name, 
BqI he will dp it first — before the lees ; — 
' Tis his to taste rich honey ere the bees 
Are busy with the broomft :— he mar toresial 
June's rosy advent for his coronal. 
Before expectance buds upon the bough. 
Turning his thoughts to bloom upon his brow. 
Oh 1 blest to set the flower in its seed. 
Before its leafy presence ; for, indeed. 
Leaves are but wings on vbleh the Sumnter fliet. 
And each thing, perishable, Gules aitd dies. 
Except in thought ; but his rich thinkings be 
Like overflows of immortality — 
So that what there is steeped shall perish never, 
But live and bloom, and be a jov for erer ! 

T. Hood. 



THE POETS ANATHEMA. 
On a Printer who had diipUated Ai 

M*v all your columns fiJl in pie, 
Each chaie be gnaned by rust 

Weak, weak as water be your lyt 
Your coiei tilled with dust. 




'ioMx'fra, 
' 1 page upi 
Where it should rightly go. 
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TO THE PRESS. 



Hail! mighty engine ! Source of righteous power! J 

Free as air, and unconfined art thou. 

At thy dread voice. 

Corruption hides its head — folds up its leaves — 

Aai daies not scatter forth its baneful spells. 

Thou art the tyrant's foe — thy lash is worse 

Than all the cat-o'-nine-taila that are used 

To lacerate the backs of harmless men. 

Thou hold'st him forth to public view, and shew'si 

The people what a man can do, whose heart 

is not the seat of truth and charity. 

By thee is Liberty sustained : — this Isle 

Kjiows not the horror of an Autocrat 

Sending his subjects into banishment — 

Making iheir children slave!< — and thus depriving 

Them of their deoreat birthright— liberty. 

Wondrous machine ! 
I gaze on thee, and think of olden times. 
When darkness overspread the land — and men 
Had all their facilities obscured. No lijrht 
Dawned upon Britain then^fell superslition — 
Feudal tyranny — fostened their minds in chains. 
Till Germany brought forth the mighly art 
Of Printing ! Then Albion's shores 
Echoed with Freedom's voice — though but in infancy — 
Till, growing faster, as years rolled along. 
It gained thai mighty power which now controls 
The Senate, and the Monarch on the Throne — 
Upholds their due prenyl! ves-^and checks 
Excessive power — and keeps it witliin bounds. 

Maidttone. R. S, Laplain.* 

Bta, who flicd no lUt «il ut Oclober, ISVi, ivitlrd diLyi nut wtiling i'. 
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THE PRESS. 



I Bruold the Press! from which pure founiain springs 
The talent Ibat upholds the throne of Kings ! 
Whilst Lords and Commons guide the helm of Slare, 
Law and Religion guard the kingly seat ; 
Thus the quatemiou, deck'd in robea of power. 
The Thmne ]iroiect, when storms and lempesis lower ' 
Wiih al! this aid, could all the Eoyal stem 
KeAilgent shine, robb'd of its brightest gem ? 
View England, whilst in slav ry's chains fast bound. 
What banish 'd superstition from our ground P 
Ij»w and Religion small support could yield. 
If dry that source by which they keep the field ; 
E'en Lords and Commons, &om their high degree 

tur — 1^ ^jjj]( jp nothing, once deprived of thee ! 
art Uie rock — 'fore whom the Virtues stand ; 
Press! — the guardian of our native land! 
From Johnson's Typographia. 
lil 



s keep the British Press in awe. 
While that sells best that's most against the taw f 
D 3 
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POLITICS AND POETICS: 



Or, Ike desperate situation of a Journalist unhappily 
smitten with the love of Rhyme. 

Again I stop ; agaia the toil refuse ! ^H 

Away, for pity's sttke, distracting Muse ; ^^ 

Nor thus come smiling with thy hridal tricks 

Between my studious face and politics. 

Is it for thee to mock the frowns of fate ? 

Look round, look loimd, and mark my desperate stale. 

Cannot thy gifted eyes a sight hehold, ■ 

That might have quell'd the Lesbian'*' bard of old, ^H 

And made the hlood of Dante's self run cold P ^H 

Lo ! first, this table spread with fewful books ^^ 

In which, whoe'er can help it, nei-er looks; 

Letters to Lords, Remarks, Reflections, Hints ; 

Lives, snatch'd a moment from the public prints ; 

Pamphlets lo prove, on pdn of our undoing. 

That rags ore wealth, and refonnation ruin ; 

Journals and briefs and bills and laws of libel; 

And, bloated and hlood red, the jilaceman's annual bible. 

Scarce from (he load, as from a heap of dead. 

My poor old Homer shows his living head ; 

Milton, in sullen darkness, yields to fate, 

And Tasso groans beneath the courtly weight : 

Horace alone (ihe rogue !) his doom has miss'd. 

And lies at ease upon the Pension List. 

Round these, in tall imaginary chairs. 

Imps ever grinning, sit my daily cares ; 

Distastes, delays, dislikiiigs to begin, 

Gnawings of pen, and kneadings of the chin. 

Here the blue demon keeps his constant stir. 

Who makes a man his own barometer ; 

There nightmare, horrid mass ! unfeatured heap .' 

" iize me if I fall asleep : 
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And iherc, with hands that gi&sp one'a very aoul. 
Frowns Headache, scalper of the studious poll ; 
Headache, who lurks at noon 3.buut the courts. 
And whets his tomahawk on East's Reports, 
Chief of this social game, behind me aiands. 
Pale, peevish, perriwigg'd, with itching hands, 
A goblin, double-tail'd, and doak'd in black. 
Who, while I'm gravely thinking, bites my back- 
Around his head flits many a harpy shape 
With jaws of parchment and long hairs of tape. 
Threatening to pounce, and turn whate'er I write, 
With their own venom into foul despite. 
Let me but name the court, they swear and curse. 
And din me with hard names ; and what is worse, 
'Tis now three times that I have ujiss'd jay purse. 
No wonder poor Torquato went distracted. 
On whose gall'd senses jnst sucb pranks were acted ; 
When the small tjTant, God knows on what ground, 
Wiih dungeons and with doctors hemm'd him round*. 
Last, but not least (methinks I see him now !} 
With stare expectant and a Tagged brow. 
Comes the foul fiend, who — let it rain or shine. 
Let it he clear or cloudy, font or line. 
Or freezing, tliawing, drizzling, hailing, snowing. 
Or mild, or warm, or hot, or bleak and blowing, 
Or damp, or dry, or dull, or sharp, or sloppy, 
Is sure to come ; the Devil who comes for copy ! 
If sights like ihese my gentle Muse can bear. 
Thy visage may bo seen, capricious fair. 
In courts and taverns, and die Lord knows where ! 
Gifibrd may yet his couvily chains forego. 
Or leave Reviews to those who dare say no ; 
Old Brinsley too, with whiskey dead alive. 
Look up once more, and feel his flame revive ; 
And Canning, for a public joke, prefer 
Some merrier fiction than bis character. 
Even Walter Scott may see thee now and then, 
"pite of the worn out sword he wields for pen, 

• SecUuk'iLi&orToiiinitaTuKi. 



And all that ancient stale in which he sits, 

Of spears, plaids, bugles, helms, and border wits. 

Enchanter Scott! who in hlack lettor read, 

Gains a rank life by raising of tlie dead. 

Sure but to fix hia destiny uoi'e fast. 

And dying like themselves, be damn'd at last. 

But see ! even now thy wondrous charm prevails : 
The sitapes are moved : the stricken circle laila : 
With backward grins of malice ihey retire. 
Scared at thy seraph looks and smiles of fire. 
That instant, as the hindmost shuts the door. 
The bursting sunshine smites [he ivindovr'd floor : 
Bursts too, on every sidej the sparkling sound 
Of birds abroad ; ih' elastic spirits bound ; 
And the fresh mirth of morning breathes around. 
Away, ye clouds : — dull politics give place : — 
Off, cares and wants and threats and all the race 
Of foes to freedom and lo graceful leisure 1 
To-day is for tlie Muse and dancing pleasure ! 

for a seat in some poetic nook, 
Just hid with trees, and sparkling with a brook. 
Where through the quivering boughs the sunbeams shoiit 
Their arrowy diamonds upon flower and fruit. 
While stealing airs come fuming o'er the stream, 
And lull the foncy to a wnking dream ! 
There should 'at thou come, O first of my desires! 
What time the noon had spent its fiercer fires. 
And all the bower, with chequer'd shadows si 
Glow 'd with a mellow twilight of its o 
There shonldst thou come, and there sometimes with the 
Might deign repair the staid Philosophy, 
To taste thy freshening brook, and trim thv groves. 
And tell us what good taste true glory loves. 
I see it now ! I pierce the fairy glade, 
And feel th' enclosing influence of the shade. 
A thousand forms, that sport on Summer ei 
Glance through tlie light and whisper in the leaves. 
While every bough seems nodding with a sprite. 
And every air seems hushing the delight; 




I 



\ 
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, And ihe calm bliss, fix'd on itaelf a while, 
I>iniplea th' unconscious lipR into a smile. 
Anon, strange music breathes: — the fniries show 
Their pranksome crowd, and in grave order go 
Beside the water, singing, small and clear. 
New harmonies unknown to mortal ear. 
Caught upon moonlight nights from some tiigh-waDdn- 
1 turn to ihee. and listen with fixed eyes, [ing sphere 
And feel my spirits mount on winged ecstacies. 

In vain : — For now with looks that doubly burn. 
Shamed of their late defeat my foes return. 
They know their foil is shoit ; and shorter still 
The bliss that waits upon the Muse's will. 
Back to their seats they rush, and reassume 
Their ghastly rites, and sadden all the room. 
O'er ears and brain the burating wrath descends. 
Cabals, misstatements, noise of private ends. 
Doubts, hazards, crosses, cloud-compelling vapours, 
Wiih dire necessity to read the papers. 
Judicial slaps that would have stung Saint Paul, 
Cosl8,pityiiigB,wamings, wits, and worse than all. 
(0 for a dose of Thelwall or of poppy !) 
The fiend, the punctual fiend, fliat Irawls for copy ! 
Full in the midst, like that Goi^^onian spell 
Whose ravening features glared collected hell. 
The well-wigg'd pest his curling horror shakes. 
And a fourth snap of threatening vengeance takes ! 
At that dread sight the Muse at last turns pale. 
Freedom and Fiction's self no more avail ; 
And lo, my bower of bliss is tum'd into a jail ! 
What then ? What then ? my better genius cries ; — 
Scandals and jails! — All these you may despise. 
Th' enduring soul, that, to keep others free. 
Dares to give up its darling liberty. 
Lives wheresoe er its conntrj-men applaud. 
And in their great enlargement walks abroad. 
But toils alone, and stru^les, hour by hour. 
Against tli' insatiate, gold -flush 'd lust of power. 
Can keep the fainting virtue of thy land 
Firan the rank slares that gather round his hand. 
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Be poor in purse, und law wiil soon uti^lo ihee ; 
Be poor in soul, and self-contempt will rui; thue l 
I yield, I yield. — Once more I turn to you. 
Harsh politics! And once more bid adieu 
To tlie soft dreaming of the M uae'a Uowers, 
Their sun -streak 'd Irtiits and fairy-painted flowers. 
Farewell, for gentler times, ye lanrell'd shades! 
Farewell, ye spurkling brooks and haunted glades ! 
Where the trim shapes, that bathe in moonlight eves. 
Glance through the light, and whisper in the leaves. 
While every bough seems nodding with a sprite. 
And every air seems bushing the delight. 
Farewell, farewell, dear Muse ! and all thy pleasure ! 
He conquers ease wh9 would be erown'd with leisure 
Leigh Hunt. 



In lutnour of the Manchester Letter-press Printers' 
Celebration of th^ Coronation of their Majesties. 

Tomb.—" God Save the King." 

Great God I Thy aid impart, 
Proajwr our useful Art, 

We join to sing : 
May it extended be, 
Tu lands beyond the sea; 
Banish idolatry ; 

Bless, Lord, our King 1 

On Britain's favour 'd isle. 
Thou, surely, Loi-d, didst smiie. 

And Printing brought I 
May we give thanks to Thee : 
May the Press e'er be free ; 
.4nd may each Briton see 

What thou hast wrought ! 
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By dark superstitions wild. 
Men's minds were long beguil'd. 

Till Printing came; — 
It shed a heav'aly light. 
Ignorance put to flight, 
O'erlhose in error's night 

Threw a hright flaine ! 

We pray, most righteous Lord, 
That Trade may he restor'd 

Throughout our land ! 
May Printing flourish more 
Than e'er it did hefore ! 
Grateful, well Thee adore. 

And hless thy hand. 

BriWns ! rejoice and sing — 
Long live our patriot King, 

And happy reign ! 
May discord flee away; 
And each devoutly pray 
That God may, nigit and day, 

Bleaa King and Queen ! 



Sept.S, 1831 



THE LONDON BOOKSELLERS; 

Or," iVhafs in a name P'- 

LoSG hail to Longman and his longer Co., 
Pride of our city's Paternoster Row ! 
Thy trade forego in novel trash romantic. 
And treat the world lo something more gigantic. 

Let Underwood all essays sell on trees. 
On shrubs, or growth of brushwood, if he please ; 
All works on brewing leave to Mr. Porter ; 
To Booaey, Umpenmee for his firm aupptnter. 



! THE PRES«. 

Leave lo friend Bull oil warkf< on htrrned caHU, 
While Reid will teach the youthlul mmi U> prallU iM 
Give Bohn anatomy ; give Maaoii sculpture : 
Gardiner 'b engrafted upon horticnlture. 

For valuation tables on the price of land. 

Why should we seek ? since Bytield is al hand ; 

For works on draining either bog or fen. 

In Marsh and Moore ne have a choice of men. 

GiTe Sherwood tales of merry men, who stood, 
Finn to iheir robbing, around Robin Hood. 
Ogle take eplic» — Miller, works on grain — 
Ridgtvay, on ratl-roads — surgery with Payne. 

Hail, Pic-a-dillt, Hatchard, thy vouation 
Should be prolific, for 'lis incubalioit ; 
Thy pious care brought Egley into note. 
And still on Gosling some folks say you dote. 

But to my plan. To make the dull ones plod-well. 
Books for the use of schools give Mr. Rodwell ; 
And works on painting should you ever lack. 
You need but brush to either Grey or Black. 

From Cowie works on raceination fetch — 
Pedestrian tmirs froin Walker or from Stretch ; 
And if in search of wonden vou should range. 
Where can you seek them better tlian from Strange ? 

The suffering climbing-boya our pity claim — 
To aid their interests, Sut'taby I"d name ; 
And as they're oft of churchyard terrors staves, 
Print works lo cure them, O, Moon, Boys, and Gra 

Foi" plans of bridges. Arch would be the best ; 
For stairs and steps on Banister I'd rest ; 
All that relates to church or chapel holy, 
} vote that such be Elder's bnainess solely. 




a diet surely ought to treat ; 
Joy gives ua hamaa happiness complete ; 
Tilt nill all works on toarnaiaent enhance ; 
The law— Oh ! that of course I leave to Chance. 

Priestley and Chappeil may divide theology, 
Hookmao and Koach the angline and iehthi/oloffy : 
And for phrenology, what need of rumpus. 
One for nis nob wUl do — so lake it, Buupiisl 
1833. Comic Ofering. 



THE PRINTER'S HOUR OF PEACE. 

Know ye the Printer's hour of peace ? 

Know ye an hour more franght with joy. 
Than ever felt the maid of Greece 

When kisa'd by Venus' am'roua boy ? 

Tis not when round the mazy cate. 
His nimble fingers kiss the typei ; 

Nor is it when with lengthen 'd mce 
The sturdy devil't tail he gripes: 

'Tig not when neirt of dreadfnl note 
His cohimax all with minion fill ■ 

Tis not when brother printers quote 
Th' efftisions of his stump-worn quill. 

'Tis not when all his work is done, 

I'ir'd and fatigued as any dog ; 
And heedless of his coming dun. 

Grows merry o'er a glass of grog. 

Tis not when in Mist Fancy's glaM 
lx)ng adperliimntnts meets his eye, — 

And seem to whisper as they pasa, 

" We'll grace your columits by and bye." 
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Nov is it when with numerous names 
His lengthen 'd roll of vellum swells— 

As if 'twere touch'd by conj'ror's wand. 
Or grew by faiiy's magic spells. 

No — reader, uo^tho Printer's hour, 

Hia hour of sweet real reposcj 
Is not when by some magic power 

His list of patrons daily grows j — 

But, oh ! 'tia when the weather's clear. 

Or clad in hail, or rain, or vajior. 
He hears in accents soft and dear, — 

gg- " I've come to pay you for the PAPEtt?^ 

From ike Nottingham Mercury, 



THE PRESS. 

Ages remote by thee. Volition, taught, 
Chain'd down in characters die wiaged thought; i 
With silent language mark'd the lettcr'd ground ] 
And gave to sight the evanescent sound. 
Now, happier lot! enlighten 'd realms possess 
The learned labouis of the immortal Preu ;* 
Nursed on whose lap the birth of science thrivf 
And rising Arts the wreck of Time survives. 

Ye patriot heroes! in the glorious cause 
Of Justice, Mercy, Liberty, and Laws, 
Who call to Virtue's shrine the British youth, 
And shake the senate with the voice of truih ; 

■ Tfac dlKOTEiT of Uie (It of Printing hai bad >o gnat InBunce on humiin 
■Siiln, Ihat ttom Ibence may be taxra a new eca In Ibr hiilorf dF mankind. 
AibTIhcdiailiiaD or^EBEru kmnrlrdge, bothiif tiie ant of UBe and of uk. 

Ibongfc niwinpoiilioBihaTBbeFnperprtiiiitTjprodiicBj, Ihearlof delcclinE 

and nccnuaaiiiij, ailTOla^, cbiraminr;, wilehcnfl, and rampjrlim, have 

pmmt snllfthtensd Hum, an to i^cTt In tlie prodiulo of animal magHetiim, 
ud of mcUlliB Iraclon. BTIhitgnHtaldlShtisnaf knawledgi, [f Ibe lihrrt; 

of Ae pmi ba pRKiied, mankind wiU wrt be [ItbJc in tliig pait of tb '•■ 

10 ilDlc Into nA ibjeet d»nr u eilita attbii itj In China; 
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Rouse the dull ear, the hoodwink'd eye unhind, 
And give to energy the public mind ; 
While rival realms with hlood unsated wi^e 
Wide wasting war with fell demoniac rage; 
In every clime while army army meets. 
And oceaua groan beneath contending fleets; 
Oh save, oh save, in this eventful hour. 
The tree of knowledge from the axe of power! 
WitU fostering peace the suffering nations bless. 
And guard the freedom of the immortal Press; 
Hk) shall your deathless fame from age to age 
Sunive recorded in the historic page ; 
And future baids with voice inspired prolong 
Your sacred names immortalized in song. 



Derby, 1802. 



Dr. Dun. 



NEWSPAPER READERS. 



Add next th" amusemenis wliich the motley page 
Affords to either sex and every age : 
Lo ! where it comes before the cheerful tire — 
Damp from the Press in smoky curls aspire 
(As from the earth the sun exhales the dew). 
Ere we can read the wonders that ensue : 
Then eager every eye surveys the part. 
That brings its favourite subject to the heart ; 
Grave politicians look for facts alone. 
And gravely add conjectures of their own : 
The sprightly nymph, who never broke her rest 
For tottering crowns, or mighty lands oppresa'd. 
Finds broils and battles, but neglects them all 
For songs and suits, a birth-day or a ball ; 
The keen warm man o'erlooks each idle tale 
For " Money's Wanted," and " Estates on Sale ;*' 
While some with equal minds to all attend. 
Pleased with each i>art, and grieved to find an end. 

Rev. George Critbbe. 
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tt'rilten/or ike XolUngkam Celebration of the 
Reform Bills. 

Hail tothe Pr«M/ aod this auspicious dav ! ^_ 

For Freedom's cause is nobly fought and non: ^| 

Long in our Country's annala may it be ^J 

Recorded as the glorious day of Liberty ! ' 

T!ie foremost to achieve this noble deed. 
Stood forth the Prest ! the source of truth and light ; 
Oh ! may ila rays, diffused, keep Britons free, 
And warm our hearts to prize the Press and Liberty. 

flail to the Statesmen, and those Patriots firm. 
Beneath whose sway the Charter's seal is fixed ! 
The envy of the World — ^all States agree — 
To seize the flame from us — the love of Liberty 1 

At length triumphant, let the slandard wave ; 
The goblet flow in joy, in peace, and love ; 
.\iid when returns this day, the toast sliall be, 
Uur Patriots firm, the Press and Liberty ! 
August, 1832. C. II. T'mperley. 



PAPER.— A POEM. 

Some wit of old — such nits of old there Here— 
Whose hints show'd meaning, whose illusions' ca 
By one brave stroke to mark all human kind, 
Call'd clear blank paper ev'ry infant mind ; 
When still, as opening' sense her dictates wrote. 
Fair virtue put a seal, or vice a blot. 

The thought was happy, pertinent and true, 
Meihtnks a geuiiu might the plan pursue. 
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I (can yon pardon my presumplioii). I — 
No wit, no geuitis, yet for once will iry. 

Various the papers various wants produce. 
The wants ol' fashion, elegance, and use. 
Men are as various: and, if right I M:an, 
Each son oi paper represents some mart. 

IVay note the fop — half powder and half lace — 
Nice as a bandbox were his dwelling-place : 
He's the gilt-paper, which apart you store. 
And lock from vulgar hajjds, in tbe 'scruioire. 

Mechanics, servants, fanners, and so forth. 
Are copy-paper, of inferior worth ; 
Less priz d, more useful, for your desk decreed. 
Free to all pens, and prompt at eT'ry need. 

The wretch, whom av'rice bids to pinch and spare. 
Starve, cheat, and pilfer, to enrich an heir. 
Is coarse brown paper ; such as pedlers choose 
To wrap up wares, which better men will use. 

Take next the misers contrast, who destroys 
Health, fame, and fortune, in a round of joys. 
Will any paper match him ? Yes, throughout. 
He's a true linking paper, pa.st all doubt. 

The retail politician's anxious thought 
Deems this side always right, and that stark nought ; 
He foams with censure : with applause he raves — 
A dope to rumours, and a tool of knaves; 
He'll want no type bis weakness to proclaim, 
Wbile such a thing as foolscap has a name. 

The hasty gentleman, whose blood runs high. 
Who picks a quarrel, if you step awry. 
Who can't a jest, or hint, or look endure ; 
Wbat's he P What ? Toueh^aper to be sure. 

What are your poets, take ihem us they fiUl, 
Good, bad, rich, poor, much read, not read at all 7 
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Them and their works in the same clusa you'll tind : | 
Tbey are the mere isaste-paper of mankind. 

Observe the maiden, iimocentiy aweet. 
She's fair mkUe paper, an unsullied sheet : 
On which the happy man, whom fate ordaina, 
May write his name, and take her for his pains 



e, and only one I'll bring— 
Tia the great man who scorns a httle thing. 
Whose lhoughts,wliosedeedB,whose maxims are his owti 
Fonu'd on mc feelings of his heart alone : 
True genuine royal paper is his breast, — 
Of all the kinds moat precious, purest, best. 

])r. Franklin. 



H'Tillen for the closing of an Anniversary Meeting. 



Sit slill, my brave boys, why thus early depart, 

When the evening is passing so merrily ; 

No guile should be found in a typograph's heart, 

We're met to enjoy life, let's live cherrily : 

Travel all o'er Britannia's faiiy land. 

We are teaching the rich, and helping the poor : 

Like true sous of Freedom's patriotie band. 

We welcome old ftiends with bright smiles at our door. 

Nay, stir not so soon, on an eve such as this. 
The joys of the world now thickly surround us ; r 
We're dwelling already in regions of bliss, ^m 

See ye not, the smilin g faces around us ! H 

Remember we're types. Mid in unity botmd, ^\ 

We ought to love and to comfort each other ; 
" May the sons of the press, in England be found, 
"Ever ready to afisist a poor brother !" 
Ime, 1833. ' Javtes Wilcockson. 



\ 
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"GENTLEMEN OF THE PRESS." 

The following extract it from a poem entitled " The 
Modern Hudlbrtu," in viKich the author skews kin 
\ vnfavoTtrable opinion of the JPress : — 

Tbe other pnity to that bargain. 

In which the laraelite waa arguing. 

Was a lank youth with aspect jjotlid. 

One of a trio lean and squalid, 

Willi hands dyed half a shade less deep. 

Yet more in grain, than ciimney sweep. 

Whom men call " gentlemen of the Press'' 

And they proclaim themselves no less. 

Though PrinleTs and the ffodi we're told. 

Still style them devils, as of old : 

These three were of the last edition, 

And scarce inferior to Parisian,* 

Thiee hot-press'd patriota who have enmed 

Such glory, when their hands they turned 

From setting types to hreaking bonea. 

And lithc^raphed with paving stones. 

From their ouZ-sides, you'd scarce helievt! il, 

That these are gentlemen by brevet ; 

Nor from their in, that they've dominion. 

Without appeal on all opinion, 

Be't specnlatire, or be't critical. 



That seems, like the lean kine of late. 
To swallow up and lo digest 
Whate'er is left of all the rest. 
Whether domestic or exotic. 
No dynasty is so despotic. 

These Incas, or pronounce it Inkers, 
Are both free writers and free thinkers. 
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Their very daily bread ia libel, 

Tlieir manual tie Reformer's Bible. 

All the night long they have worked hard 

To bring to light a choice placard, 

Which dawn exhibits in large letlcnt 

Upon dead walls and rotten shiitiers, 

Addressed to all ihe labouring classes 

(There prov'd worse used than dogs or asie 

And very pointedly indeed 

To sucli as neither write nor read." 



TcNB. — "Rilie Britannia." 

iVhen Prindug first at Hca/n's command. 
Dawned on man with cheering smile ; 

3uT art was brought by Caxlon's hand. 
And soon gave freedom to this Isle. 



A night of darkness long had spread 
Its direful empire o'ei' the eiulh ; 

The Press shone forth— the mist soon f 
And gave to truth and virtue birth. 
Rule, the Press, ficc. 

Before the Press shall error fall ! 
And like the sun's meridian rav, 
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■ A fount of knowledge is the Press, 

Aud all just men its claims uphold ; 
Ou bigots only- would it stress. 

Their crimes and treasons to unfold. 
Rule, the Press, &c. 

Should any despot be inclin'd 

To tui'U against his people's groan. 
The Press shall with them be combia'd 
To hnrl the tyrant from his throne. 
Rule, the Press, &c. 

C. H. TimperUg. 



THE APPRENTICE OUT OF HIS TIME. 

Prom " The Composing Room," 

'Tia twelve o'clock — and now, with loud acciaim, 
Lo ! the freed 'prentice issues from his frame. 
His seven years' servitude at length is o'er; 
His "iiinW wife can harass him no more. 
At him as slippers fly fmm ev'ry hand. 
He also flies — 'twei'e dangerous to stand ! — 
And, as he marks from whence those giAs are thrawi 
He runs around or bobs behind the sloite. 
Nor slippers only^ — in the hot pursuit 
Oaejree translator delegates a boot, 
T' express with force, in its peculiar way. 
Congratulation on this happy day. 
The youth, perplex 'd—hemm'd in on ev'ij side — 
Seeks for a shield, and snatches — a broadside I 
Alas ! the riot robs him of bis sense : 
How can a sheet of paper yield defence r* — 
Now comes the wasK — the cross attacks the chase, 
Wbiie mallets beat the boards in many a place. 
And quoin -draw 'rs play coniiision's double-bass. 
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At lengthy exhausted with their strains, the band 
Forego their labours* and quiescent stand — 
When forth steps one, who bears above his brains 
A vessel to receive their hard-eam'd gains. 
The hint is ta'en — the new -loos *d 'prentice stands 
A crown — and drops of brandy cheer all hands. 
He drinks their health — and then, with air polite. 
Invites them all to htm sovfer at night. 

By a ComposUof. 



THE ENGLISH PRESS.* 

That mighty lever that has moved the world. 
The Press of England, — from her deadless source 
Of living action, here begins to shake 
The far^ff isles, and awe the utmost globe ! 
She is a passion, pour'd into mankind. 
Dark, deep, and silent oft, but ever felt ; 
Mixed with the mind, and feeding with a food 
Of thought, the moral being of a soul ; 
Or, shaping solemn destinies for Time, 
And dread Eternity. Terrific power ! 
Thou might St have half annihilated Hell, 
And her great denizens, by glorious sway ; 
But now, so false, so abject, and so foul 
Become, — ^no blasting Pestilence e*er shed 
Such ruin from her tainted wings, as thou 
May'st carry in thy circulating floods 
Of thought and feeling, into human hearts. 
One wrecks the body, — thou dost havoc souls. 
And who shall heal them ? Let thy temples rise 
Britannia !— they are but satiric piles 
Of sanctity, while poison in thy press 
Is pour*d, and on its lying magic live 
Thy thousand vulgar, who heart- famish 'd seem, 

• The aiithor'i severe animadversions cnn only apply to a portion. 
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Whai Slander feeds not with her foul excess 
Their appetite for infamy.— The strn 
Not surer, where his hot intenseness falls. 
The spirit of his hurning nature proves. 
Than masses of pollution, roird m>m day 
To day, across an Empire's heart, awake 
A tinge of sentiment and hue of thought 
In many, till they act the crimes they read. 

Robert Montgomery, 



SONG. 



There lives not in all Britain's Isle 

A maid whose heauties tell. 
With half such magic worth as thine— ^ 

My own dear nonpar eiL 

The fairest type of womankind 

A mortal's eye could see ; 
And sure no printer ever press' d 

A fairer proo/* than thee. 

Thy form is perfectly arranged. 

And bright is thy black eye ; 
Thy brow is pure and beautiful. 

As a sheet of tvove demy. 

Could I compose thy meed of praise, 

(But I'm a sorry rhymer,) 
I'd say, my love, thou'rt fairer than 

A page set in long primer. 

Oh, yes ! corrected from all faults. 

Thou seemest to mine eyes. 
More pure and spotless than a proof 

After a third revise ! 

J^^ottingham, W, H. Baker, 

£ 2 
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THE PRINTER'S DEVILS WORK. 
Suggested by "the DeviVs Walk." 

To Printing-house Square^ at close of day. 
The young Printer's Devil is hound 

To set up the Paper that circulates most, 
Or the Paper Uiat most turns ratmd. 

And over the leader, and over the news 
He skimm'd, and over the speeches : 

And the lines in the leader stood wide apart, 
like W I's waistcoat and hreeches. 

And pray what did the Devil do ? 

Oh ! he was expert at the art ; 
And first, just to keep his hand in play. 

In a " Horrihle Murder" took part. 

But the Devil he very soon finish 'd the job. 

And came to a regular stand ; 
When, for the want of some hetter employment 

In a " Rohhery" he had a hand. 

He set up a joke hy W ^1; 

But thinking it couldn't he meant. 
The Devil smil'd ; for he headed it 

" A Serious Accident/' 

A speech of the Marquis of L.'s came next. 

But it was heyond endurance; 
So the Devil took pity> and headed it 

" A Melancholy Occurrence/' 

But then the young Devil bethought himself, — 

He might in an error fall ; 
For a speech such as that, he clearly saw. 

Required no head at all. 

He then had a speech of H — t's to do. 
Where, mirabile dictu ! a w ord or 

Two of his Latin Mr. H. recollected ; 

And he, called that a " Horrible Murder." 



EOR09 OF THE PBE8S. 77 

A joie loo, by C r, tame into his haiiil^, 

Bm it was too wilty a brevity 
To be C r's own ; so he headed it 

" Extraordinary Longevity." 

However, he thought at a heading lilce that 
Some persons might kick up a bobbery ; 

And, as Uie joke was a decided Joe Miller, 
He called it a " Daring Robbery." 

He set up a leading article, on 

The advantage 'twould be to the nation — 

11" Lord Gi-ey would but make a new batch of peers, — 
Which he called " Beauties of the Creation." 

A Speech on Kefonn too by W 1 he did ;— 

8o fuU of disjointed inelegance, 
And so far from the purpose, he headed it 

Willi the title of " Foreign Intelligence." 

The debate on Plnralitiea next he compos'd ; 

But, finding the incomes so large 
And the duty mo little, he headed it 

" Extraorainary Chaise." 

An exiract from Satan Moniyomery's poems 
Is the next thing the DevO commences ; 

But be sees that it's humbug, and, when it's corn- 
He puts it among the " Offences." [posed, 

A speech of St. P 1 ivas his nest job ; 

But it was too much for the elf, 
And he was imable to set up the speech ; 

For he couldn't set up himself. 

So into a cornet the Devil sneaks. 

O'ercome by so prosy a sample, — 
Composes himself, — and leaves the Times 

To follow his example. 

From the Comic Magasin 
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Proper to bt inserted in all Books. 

Vou wlio for reading feel a boimdiesa rago. 

And penetrate beyond the title page : 

To you this rnde petition I address, 

la hopes you'll kindly lessen my distress. 

But chiefly, ladies, your support I crave ; 

Oh! deign your helpless supplicant to save. 

In me you view a wretch of strength devoid. 

Like you too oft neglected when enjoyed ; — 

Ah ! make me, then, the object of your care ; 

Tear not my leaves to cnmament your hair : 

If married, save me from your children's gripe. 

Nor let my pages light your husband's pipe ; — V 

For what avails the printer's toil and care — 

His anxious wish to make me clean and fair 

From errors, pieki, and monks, — 'tis not enough 

" Reeised, corrected, carefully worked off." 

My plates and binding spare ; for these defacd. 

Spile ofmv innate worth, I'm oft di^pac'd. 

If I attend you when you sip your tea. 

Be careful not to spill it over me ; 

Fill not my bosom, when you eat, with t 

Turn me not o'er witli damp or greasy thumbs j4 

Aside your lace turn when you sneeze or cough^f 

And spare my comers where you last leave off. 

Neither do you my pliant back displace. 

By laying me wide open on my face. 

Avert such ilia ! or, 1, exposed to all. 

May, unoffending, prematurely fall. 

So shall my pages legible remain, 

And at some future period chase yonr pain : 

Amusemtni with instruction strive to blend, 

And soothe your sorrows when you want a trie 

So may your days be spent in aocial peace. 

Your cares diminish, and your joys increase ; 

Your channs shine Ibrth unrivall'd to the viev 

And gain the homage to your merit due. 



TO THE MEMORY 



THE AIIT OF PaiNTINO; 

AND WHO, A.D. 1477, OK eart.irr, 

F.XEIICISGD THAT AItT 

IN THE ABBEY OFWESTMINSTEB. 

THIS TABLET, 

IN ItF.MRMBRANCe OF ONE 

THR LITKHATIIRE OF THIS COUNTRY 

IS Ml LAII(;ELY INDEBTED, 

WAS RAISED 

ANNO DOMINI MBCCCXX. 

BY THE KOXBUROIIE CLUB.-|' 

EARL SPENCEK, K.G. PRESIDENT. 
I Wllliuni Caxlnii, t'l wlium EngEnnd U indebted Tar tlie ii: 
Irodnction of Printin^iWas born about theyear I4l3j he wa 

f Tlif R4iibQrKhe Club, Tfmlveil todoJiuLboelo thBrnemory aECaitDa, ui 
Eliey have errclnl ji miininnpnt in WrAlmlDtter Abbej, tfitb the Abnrv inurip 
iMin m i\ii'\ If^LliT, Ti-y Tabkl ii coiDposed otlbfi fliliril Aort-rainnrr 



cnpli«n 






^prenliced to amcTcer, ancl dfttrwards travelled in Ihe I^n- 
Conntries in the capicily of sn agent or factor for the Com- 
poaj of Stationera, anil be preserved that respectable cha- 
racter in forct^ countries which he had acquired in hisovn. 
In the year 1468, while rt^siding at Co%ne, ha learned tht 
art of Printing, which hud been invented abont 18 jearR. 
In the jcnr 1471, he printed the " Reeuyeltof the Historyea 
ofTrof," it wni the Erst book printed in the tingtish Ian- 
Kan^, ihouiih printed by Caiton at Cologne. The " Game 
and Plaji nrchess,*'ia supposed to be the earliest book printed 
ill England by Caston, s.bont H74, in Westminster Abbey. 
C ax til n continued tupnrsuehiB businesi with' reputation and 
success, Itom [hin period, until the year 1491, in which jenr 
be dicfl, and was buried in the parish chnrchof St Margaret, 
Westminster. Caxton appears to hare been a very humble, 
moilest, and virtuous man, in his printed books he expressed 
a great sense of telijiion, and endeatoured lo pruuwie virtue 
and good manncre. 

ON JOHN DAV, 
In the pariuh church of Bradley-Paroa, Suffolk. 
Here lyes tbe Dnye, that darkness couJd not blind. 
When [Mpish fogges had ovevcasle the sunne. 
This Daye die criiell. uighle did leave behind, 
To view, and shew what blodi acle3 were donne. 
He set a Fox lo wright how niartvTS runne. 
By death lo lyfe. *Fox ventured paynes and healthy 
To give thejn light : Daje spent in print hia wealth. 
But God with gayne reiiimBd liis wealth agayne. 
And gave lo him as he gave lo ihe iwofe. 
Two wyves he had, pertakers of his payne. 
Each wyfe iwelie babes, and each of them one more : 
Ala (i e JUice) was the last encreaser of his store. 
Who raotiming long for being left alone. 
Set up this tonibi, herself luru'd lo a stone. f 

Obiil23 July, 1584. 
This very excellent and famous typographer was bum in th« 
parish of bt Peter, Dulwich, in the county of SiiSolk, to 
which he left a gift. He was one of Ihe original members 
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*f ths Sutioiier'a Companv > nai be was the first (lenoa 
"jnitteil inti tbe Livery, alter the renewal oflheir Cborter 
fcj Philip anil Mary. Day is said to haci; lieea the Bnt of 
ear tirpDgr&phera wliu used tbe Saxun character, and be also 
fcroagbt the CJreek, Italic, &c to a hinh denrae of per- 
fnitian. He had many privileges frnm Archbishop Parker 
■tid other persons in power ; and a Patent dated tha Sad of 
Uiine, 1568, fur tbe printing of tbe P»almfe afDauid in JIfeln. 
^he rebus of John Day was a man lying on the ground and 
luther standing urer him pointinit to the sun ; with this 
tootto, with reMpcct to tbe nii;ht at ii;nDrant.'C and suparHti- 
Hon newly dispersed, " Arise! for it is Day !" 



ON DR. I-'RANKLIN. 

The body i>r 

Beii)!uiiiD Fraukliu, Priiiti;r, 

(Like the cover ol' aii old book. 

Its ciinterita worn out, 

Aud Titi'ipt of i\A k'ttfiritig mid ^ildin){,] 

Lies here food for worms. 

Yel the work itself shall not be lost. 

For it will [aa he believes) api«i!ir ouoe uiorK, 

Aud more beautiful edition, 
Corrected and uuicuded 
By the Author. 
Ucujamin Franklin, L.L.D. iras born at EJostuu in I7U() ; at a 
proper age he wits placed with an elder brother, a printer ; 
but in oonsei|uenei; of some disputes, he went, in 1T33, to 
Philadelphia, and worked in the nIGce of one Kiemer. 
In 1724 he came lo London, and worked for aboat two 
years ; he then reComed to Philadelphia, and eommeneed 
business, where, in a few years, by his indnstry and probity 
in his profession, and by ms intellectual attainments, raised 
himself tWim obscurity to the highest honours in his native 
country. As a statesman he was preeminently useful in pro. 
moting the independence of America, he vindicated her rights 
in Frauce and England ; he signed the treaty of her emanci- 
pation, and wtlb a character unsnllied he passed in splendour 
through the Courts of Kings. As a philosopher be ranks in 
the first class J and the benebts be conferred on America, will 
make his memory cherished for ever. — He died at Philadcl 
phiftonthe ITtli of April, 1790, aged U4 years, 
E3 



UN THE WORLD. 

r«« worlJ's a book, writ by ih' rtenial ai 
Of the ^ut Auihoi' ; phnt«d in man's h« 

Yi* &lac]y jjrinted, though divinely penn'd,'] 
And all the trrala will appear at tb enrf. ' 



•iiSSiMleil the iilo* of bis own epilaph. 



ON THE WORLD. 
I'nk world's a printing-house, our words are thoughts, 

( lur deeds ore character* of several sizes ; 
I''.«i'h soul's a compositor, of whose faults 

The Levitei are correetort and Heaven revises; 
Ivorth is the common press, from which being driven. 

We're gather'd, sheet by sheet, and bound for liean 



ON CHHISTOPHER BARKER, 






Herb Barker lies, once printer to the crown. 
Whose worlta of art acquir'd a. vast renown. 
Time saw his worth, and spread around his fame. 
That future printers might imprint the same. 
But when his strength could work the press no more. 
And hia last sheets were folded into store, — 
Pure faith, with hope, (the greatest treasures given,) 
Open'd their gates, and hade him pass to heaven. 
Christopher and Robert Barker, Esqrs. ware priDtera to Queen 
Elizabeth, lived in Paternoslcr Row, at tbe sij^n of the Ty. 

Set's Head, and kept a shop in St. P»id'a Chnrch Yard, at 
le aign of the Grashhopper. The Barkers had for Iheif 
rebus the picture of a man iiarking timber, couBeouently he 
was denominnltid a Barker. The earliest Engliah news- 
paper was entitled Thv Evylith Menurie, whiih by nuthority, 
was imprinted at tendon, by Christopher Barker, her Hiifh- 
ness's printer, 1588, No. SO, is preserved in tbo British 
Museum. 



ON A COMPOSITOR. 

Here iieUi 

the oul*r form of 

TYPOGRAPHY PAGE, 

A PRINTER, 

Of the first magnitude. 

who for 

Dislrlbuling the Pearl of Churity 

ivaa perliaps a Nonpareil. 

He was faithful and honest to his Companiont, 

though iicurly brought to the Gallows by iheui. 

Hia humanity nas great, 

and his life truly Jmtijied with good Rules. 

Early in tile he was called to the Bar, 

I and ftashappy when employed forthe service of his country. 

He was always bold to face the French Canon 

wiiii a Broadside ; 

but was sorry to have the English destroyed. 

He was not bigoted to any religion, 

but a strenuous advocate for Jus^calioti, 

and an enemy to Mojtks and Friars. 

He often Imposed on himself for the benefit of odiers. 

He was no Critic ; 

though he Corrected the error* of other peraons, 

he did not forget a proper attention to his own. 

His character through life was of a good bright Colour: 

He seldom went too far in his Pall. 

When laid up in the Sink Room of disease, 

he complained his head was in Pie. 

Death locked up his mortal Form. 

on the Tenth Quire of his last Token, 

when he patiently pulled off his White Paper, 

with hopes of a glorious Reiteration; ■ 

in full assurance of a Second Edition being better than 

llie first. 

His Light being out, he was papered up in his Coffin ; 

and his remains soleinuly inteiTed 

in the peaceful Wool Hole. 
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ON A COiMPOSlTOR. 

No more shall copy bad peri)lex my brain. 

No more shall type*8 small face my eye-balls strain ' 

No more the proof s foul page create me troubles. 

By errors t transpositions, outs, and doubles : 

No more my head shall a^he from author's whims^ 

As over^runnings, driving-outs, oxidins; 

The surly pressman* s frown I now may scoff; 

Revised, corrected, finally wrought off. 



ON A PRESSMAN. 



No more shall register imperfect vex. 

No more shall yWar* pale proFoke my he ; 

No more shall bites or picks my brain perplex. 
No more shall I the DeviVs aid require. 

No more shall gloomy monks retard my way. 
No more shall overlays my patience try ; 

No more shall batters stop me half a day. 
No more shall I the iron frisket fly. 

My body has been overrun with care. 
My soul shall undergo a strict revise ; 

And if my Author thinks my proof \^ fair, 
I quick shall ^'om my Saviour in the skies. 



ON PETER GEDGE. 

In ike parish church of St. Mary, Bury St Edmonds, 

Near this place are deposited the remains of Peter 
Gedge, printer, who established the first newspaper that 
has ever been published in this town. Like a worn out 
type, he is returned to the founder, in the hope of being 
i-ecast in a better and more perfect mould. 



EPITAPHS* 8^ 

ON OSCAR MEADER, 

In a church at Berlin, 

The binding of that beautiful and promising wwrk, 
Oscar Meader, student of theology, was returned to its 
mother earth, after he had returned, a few weeks before, 
from the baths of Salzbrunner, to his parents' roof. The 
work, newly revised and improved by its great author, 
will reappear in a splendid day. This is the only com- 
fort of his mourning parents and an only brother. 



ON ANDREW TORAQUEAU, 

Who is said to have produ^ced a book and a child every 
year, till there were twenty of each; or, as some say, 
thirty. And with his being a tvater drinker, was the 
occasion of the follomng humorous epitaph : — 

Here lies a man, who drinking only water. 

Wrote twenty books, with each had son or daughter. 

Had he but used the juice of generous vats. 

The world would scarce have held his books and brats. 



ON A LETTER FOUNDER AT OXFORD. 

Underneath this stone lies honest Syl, 
Who died, though much against his will ; 
Yet, in his fame he will survive, — 
Learning shall keep his name alive ; 
For he tie parent was of letters, — 
He founded, to confound his betters ; 
Though what those letters should contain 
Did never once disturb his bmn. 
Since, therefore, reader, he is gone. 
Pray let him not be trod upon. 
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ON A STATIONER AND PRINTER. 

Rkader ! as gazing on this lettered stone 
Thou seest my fate — regard not less thine own ; 
If on tny virtues thou should 'st sometimes think. 
Or on my vices (though as hlack as ink). 
May one call forth a note of admiration ! 
The other to thy soul interrogation P 
Remind thee for one moment at the most 
Of that long sleep, to which thou soon muat post. 
Yes ! thy reflections may be grave as Sturm s. 
For men like books are eaten here by worms ! 
Ay 1 to such reptiles I am served for meat. 
Who spread for table-cloth my winding sheet : 
Each day on me they sumptuously dine. 
Quaffing my blood (to them the richest wine)*— 
Then should this sheet in future days be found 
By some old sexton, digging under ground. 
The relic to a stationer convey — 

Tis antiqtiarian" he will quickly say. 
And prize it for a brother type long dead. 
Last of his alphabet the letter Z. 
The rest now thrown completely into pie. 
And friends and relatives in vain may sigh ; 
The Ready Reckoner Death's thou soon must be. 
From old four-score to spelling A. B. C. 
My years just like these lines are six and twenty. 
Go passenger ! ere this you Ve had quite plenty. 



<c 



ON THE REV. THOMAS LEADER, 
Rector of Great Easton. 

Whilst I live with my books, I die; thus life is 
my death. Now I have turned over the book of life ; 
thus my death is my life. 



EPIGRAMS. 



ON THE LAW OF LIBEL. 

Question. 

" Oh tell me what is libel, dear editor, my brother ?" 
" Tis to reprint in one journal what's gone scot-free in 
another." 

Instructums to sue. 

To call a rogue a rogue is a piece of defamation. 

Since it hurts him in his own and his neighbours esti- 
mation ; 

So the rogue may bring his action, and get plaster for 
his sore, sir. 

For a false cut a broad lump ; more for truth, for truth 
hurts more, sir. 

The Attorney. 

Of all men upon earth to be accurst 

A Fttifogging lawyer is the worst : 

His path through life is stinging like a Hornet, 

And his best deed ! the devil himself would scorn it. 

Uncertainty-Certain. 

Who say libel-law s uncertain ? Their wits are surely 

lost ! 
Let them try it, and theyll find it is certain, to their 

cost. 

An Oath. 

Like a Christian I'd swear on the Prayer-book, 

Or even like a Jew on the Bible, 
That of all the libels I wot of. 

Law itself is the very worst libel. 
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The Jury, 

Take judges' dicta, gentlemen of sense, 
And give an unwhipt rascal recompense : 
Punish for truth, to make it known to fame. 
Jurors and con-jurors are not the same. 

The Beggars Opera. 

Henceforth let no man speak awry. 
Contemning Peachum just, or honest Lockit : 

Henceforth no writer think to face the law. 
For in that posture Law will pick his pocket. 

Case. 
In our old church last Tuesday it befell, 

* 

The old sexton toil'd for a wedding peal a knell. 
Q. Pray was not this a lie-bel in ti^e bell P 

The Perfection of the Law, 

Of England's law of libel why complain ? 
Vestris to Vestal it restores again ; 
Nay, such its power to cleanse from every stain. 
Whitewashes Bochsa, and asserts Champagne ! 



ON THE LAW OF LIBEL. 

** Make knomn your wrongs /" — Away ! poor tool 

" I swear all truth* s a libel.'* 

"Ah me, the errors of my school ! — 

But say, then, what's the Bible ?** 



ON A READY WRITER. 

J EM writes his verses with more speed 
Than the printer s boy can set em. 
Quite as fast as we can read. 
And only not so fast as we forget 'em. 



EPIGRAMS. 8§ 

UPON THE FIRST EDITION OF BOOKS. 

Books unto virgins I compare^. 
Who at the first but slender are> 
But yet more unconnipt by far 
Than when they grow much bulkier. 
The water's sovereign at the spring. 
The spreading rivers want the thing. 
1740 John Ellis. 



BOOKS. 

Books are a part of man s prerogative. 
In formal ink they thoughts and voices hold. 
That we to them our solitude may give. 
And make time present travelled that of old. 
Our life. Fame pieceth at the end. 
And Books if farther backward do extend. 

Sir T^ Overbury^ 



ON THE PENNY MAGAZINE. 

Some say the Penny Mag. does good. 
Making instruction flow like blood 

Through England's vast domain ; 
It circulates both far and wide : 
Tis true, nor can it be denied. 

It circulates in vein (vain). 



Philemon Holland, M.D, died on the 9 th of February y 
1639, aged 85 years, wrote the following Epigram on 
his having written a large folio toith a single pen. 

With one sole pen I writ this book. 

Made of a grey goose quill ; 
A pen it was when it I took. 

And a pen I leave it still. 

John Bunyan» Matthew Henry, and Dr. Warner are 
also celebrated for writing with a single pen. 
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TO A CRITIC, 

fVfto quoted an isolated passage, and then declared if 

unintelligible. 

Most candid critic ! what if I, 
By way of joke, pluck out your eye, 
And holding up the fragment cry, 
** Ha, ha ! that men such fools should be ! 
Behold this shapeless mass ! — and he 
Who own'd it dreamt that he could see !" 
The joke were mighty analytic — 
But should you like it, ctindtd cntic P 

Coleridge, 



BIRTH OF THE CRITIC. 

When Jove was from his teeming head 
Of Wit's fair goddess brought to bed. 
There followed at his lying-in. 
For afterbirth, a sooterkin. 
Which, as the nurse pursued to kill. 
Attained by flight the Muses' hill. 
There in the soil began to root. 
And litter *d at Parnassus* foot. 
From hence the critic-vermin sprung, 
With harpy claws and poisonous tongue. 
Who fatten on poetic scraps. 
Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nfi^iure, as the learned show. 
Provides each animal its foe ; 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 
Devours your geese, the wolf your flocks: 
Thus Envy pleads a natural claim 
To persecute the Muses' fame. 
On poets in all limes abusive. 
From Homer down to Pope inclusive. 

Swift, 
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ON THE INVENTION OF LETTERS. 

Tell me what genius did the art invent. 
The living image of the voice to paint ; 
Who first the secret how to colour sound. 
And to give shape to reason, wisely found ; 
With bodies how to clothe ideas taught. 
And how to draw the picture of a thought : 
Who taught the hand to speak, the eye to hear 
A silent language roving far and near ; 
Whose softest noise outstrips lound thunder s sound. 
And spreads her accents through the world's v&Ht round : 
A voice heard by the deaf, spoke by the dumb. 
Whose echoes reaches long — long time to come : 
Which dead men speak, as well as those alive — 
Tell me what genius did this art contrive. 

THE ANSWER. 

The noble art to Cadmus owes its rise. 
Of painting words, and speaking to the eyes ; 
He first in wondrous magic fetters bound 
The airy voice, and stopp'd the flying sound. 
The various figures, by his pencil wrought. 
Gave colour, form, and body to the thought. 



LANGUAGES. 

The ancient Hebrew clad with mysteries. 
The learned Greeke, rich in fit epithetes. 
Blest in the lovely marriage of pure words ; 
The Chaldea wise, the Arabian physicall. 
The Roman eloquent, the Tuscan grave. 
The braving Spanish, and the smooth -tongu'd French. 
1617. Andrew Brewer. 



THE BOOKMAKER. 

Bill thinks his book has fancy shown- 
Ithas: ^W\ fancies it \i\% own. 



yfi EPItiRAMfl. 

THE GREEK PRESS, 

Occationed by the last regulations of the Greek Cabinet, 

on the subject of the Press. 

All hail the Press ! the Press is free ! 
Only, we'd have you take due care, 
If ye love number one, to spare 
The helots of the ministry ; 
And every judge and favorite. 
And thing that rules the helm of power, 
All hail the Press, and this blest hour. 
When men do every thing — but WRITE ! 



FRENCH FREEDOxM. 

Oceaswned by long speeches of the French Deputies iu 
1815, about the Liberty ofth^ Press. 

The French enjoy freedom, they say ; 

And where is the man that can doubt it ? 
"For they have, it is clear, every day^ 

The freedom of talking about it. 



THE BOOK. 

A poring wight who being wed. 
Was always reading in his bed ; 
His wife addressed with gentle look, 
And said, " would I were but a book!" 
*• Why so, good dame ?** the sage replied, 
" Because you'd love me then," she cried. 
" Why, that might be," he straight rejoined, 
" But it would depend upon the kind — 
An almanack, for instance, dear — 
To have a new one every year." 
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ON NEWS. 



The word explains itself without the uiuse ; 
And the four letters tell from whence comes NEWS ; 
From North, East, West, South, the solution's made ; 
Each quarter gives account of war and trade. 



ON THE MORNING POST. 
Comparisons are Odious. 

Why can the leiider of the Morning Post 

A likeness unto Trajan's pillar boast ? 

Is it that classicallity doth in them 

Equal appear ? Oh no, 'tis thus my reader. 

That Trajan's pillar and the Post*s dull leader 

Are columns both, and both with nothing in th$m. 



AN AUTHOR. 

An author ! 'tis a venerable name ! 
How few deserve it, and what numbers claim ! 
Unblest with sense above their peers refin'd. 
Who shall stand up, dictators to mankind ? 
Nay, who dare shine, if not in virtue's cause ? 
That sole proprietor of just applause. 

Dr, Young. 



In an edition of the Pragmatic Sanction, printed at 
Paris, by Andrew Bocard, in 1507, the following 
handsome cQuplet in latin, is placed at the end of th^ 
hook. 

May this volume continue in motion. 
And its pages each day be unfurl'd — 

Till an ant has drank up the ocean. 

Or a tortoise has crawl'd round the world* 



PROSE PIECES. 



A LONDON DAILY NEWSPAPER. 

Many tale« deris^d, 
Which oft the rar of greatness needs must bear, 
By smiling pickthanks and base newsmongers.— 5Aales^«re. 

The stamp upon a newspaper, minus the discount, i» 
about 3 jd., to which adding lid. for paper, makes the 
price of it before a single type is set (for the stamp duty 
is invariably paid per advance), just fourpence-hal^^enny* 
Jt is sold to the newsmen for sixpence^^this, in &Gt, 
being the price for which the publisher accounts to the 
])roprietor. The profit, therefore, on a sdngle Tpvp&, 
which pays so heavy a tax, and is conducted at ao much 
risk — the unavoidable hazard of damages in civil actum, 
fine, and imprisonment, is precisely three kal/penmue ! 
For this paltry profit is the whole world ransacked for 
news — a sentinel, in the shape of a foreign corres- 
jwndent, stationed in every capital city of Europe and 
America — an agent in every seaport and market*town — 
a spy in every court and camp—an eaves-dropper in 
every public office — a reporter at the elbow oi every 
member of parliament — a reporter at every public feast 
and funeral — at every meeting of the saints — at eveiy 
gathering of the common council and the prize-ring — 
at every fete champetre and public execution — at every 
public whipping and charity-sermon — at the first ap- 
}>earance of every thief in the police court, who is 
watched till he waves his stolen handkerchief as he steps 
on board the hulks — at every market where women, or 
oats, or horses, or straw, or coals are sold — at every 
trial for treason or petty larceny — at the inquest held 
upon every strumpet who drowns herself, or patriot who 
cuts his throat — at every commission of lunacy, and at 
every royal coronation. For a poor penny-half-penny 
on each paper is all this done — all these pei-sons em- 



]jloyed ; iind all ihat [missmh in ili« world is tvafied on a 
brood Kheei froui pole to piAe, iu spite of plague, cordon 
*fl»i(otrs, or civil war. It muat theiefure be obvious, 
that upon the nuiubei- of papers sold almost entirely de- 
pends their aiiecess. The number sold must be prodi- 
gioits I*) yield a profit adequate to Uie expenditure neces- 
sarily incurred by so many agents, and the difficulties 
thrown in the way of obtaining foreign intelligence by 
the rapacity and unwarrantable interposition of die clerks 
ill the foreign department of the post-office. But the 
numbers sold by any nensiraper in London are not equal 
to the sale of some of the Paris joamals. This is caused 
by the high price of thearticle in England, Sevenpence, 
the price which the consumer pays, is enormoi», and 
naturally restricts the circulation. The trade is conse- 
quently in few hands ; for how few i>ers(mH are there 
who can aflTord to purchase even a single paper jier day, 
this amounting to 4s. Id. per week, or £10. 12s. 4d. per 
annum. — Fraser'n Magazine. 



EARLY NEWSPAPERS. 

The first genuine Newspaper, was called the UiigiUh 
Mercvrie, and was printed by autliority during the Spa- 
nish armada. The earliest number in the British Museum 
i8 marked No. 50, dalM 23rd of July. 1588. Thes,- 
publiculions were for -a long time printed iu the shape of 
amall pBin]^lets. From IS88, to 1032, and during the 
reign of James the First, few newspapers appeared; bui 
in 1623, aweekly papcr,called the ^Tews of the present 
Week, was printed by Nailianiel Butter, which was con- 
tinued allerwaids iu 1€26, under another title, by Mer- 
curiut Brilaniewi : and were succeeded by the German 
litleUi'jencer.ia 1630, and the SteeJish Intelligeweer.'m 
I 1631. The first regular newspaper in the present fonn, 
e Public Intelligencer, published by Sir Roger 
L L'£ strange, August 31, i66f. The first daily paper, 
Kofter ihe Revolution, was called the Orange Intelligencer. 
lUivita an advertisement in a weekly paper called the 



96 

Athenian Gazette, Fek 8, 169S, it appears that the cofiee 
houses in London had then^ (exclusive of votes in parlia- 
ment) nine newspapers every week ; hut there seems not 
to have heen, in 1696, one daily newspaper. In 1709 
eighteen newspapers were puhlished; oTwhichy however, 
one was a daily paper, the London Courant. On the 
12th of April, 1709, the Toiler was published ; and was 
succeeded by the Spectator on the 1st of March, 1711. 
In 1724 there was three newspapers daily ; six weekly ; 
and ten evening papers three times a week. 

The London Gazette commenced Nov. 7, 1665, it was 
first called the Oxford Gazette yitom its being printed in 
that city, during a session of parliament held there on 
account of the plague. 

The first provincial new.^paper was printed at Newcas- 
tle-upon-lyne, by oberRt Baker, in 1639. 



REVIEWS, 

We are indebted to France for the introduction of 
Literary Revi&ws ; but it is somewhat surprising that no 
idea of the kind should have entered any one's mind till 
the middle of the 17th century. The earlist of which 
we have any mention are. 

The History of the Works of the Learned, com- 
menced in^,., 1669 

Censura Temporum in 1708 

Memoirs of Literature, and the Bibliotheca 

Curiosa, k 1708 

The monthly Review, begun in 1749 

Critical Review, 1756 

British Critic, 1792 

Antijacobin, t, 1798 

Edinburgh Review, 1803 

Eclectic Review, 1805 

Quarterly, 1809 

British, 1811 

Westminster, 1823 



1 

STATEMENT OF NEWSPAPERS. ^H 

The fallowing Table shovis the adeaoce of newspapers ^^^M 
during half a century : — ^^^H 




1782 1 1790 


1821 


1833 ^^H 

1 ■ 




50 

e 

3 


60 

37 
37 


13a 

31 
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Total or the United Kingdom 


61 1 114 
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„. ■ 
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Kingdom, the following is th 
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Two or three tin 
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Country Newspa 

BklTKB 1bi.*nds:— Guernsey, 

m Twice a week.. 

k Oneeaweek.. 

m In ScoTLiND:— Twice or three 

■ Weekly 

■ Three timea a w 

■ Weekly 

■ Count^ NewspB 

In 1753 the number of co 
published in the whole of E 
1760 the cireulatjon hod in 
in 1830 it amounted to 304 

Inm UK olSciil rctnm miide la llie G 
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B The desire of news from th 
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H formation and ^e imperii 
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369 ^^ 

ies of newspapers annually ^^M 
nglond was 7,411,757; in ^^M 
reased to 9,404.790; and ^H 
3.941. ^ 

onieotCDinmDiis. 11 aoimn IhBl the 

J811.01117 laaa, imoQiiicd to £tob66 

:W8PAPERS. 

e capital, on the part of the 
and probably the false jn- 
lence of ihe news-wrilers, 
eat of a very curious trade, 



that of a nesra correspondent, who, for a subscription of 
ihree or four pounds per anniiin, wrote a letter of news 
every post-day lo his subscriber in the country. This 
jirofession probably existed in the reign of Janes I.; 
for in Ben Jonaon'a play " The Staple of News," written 
ill the first year of Charles I., we have a very curiotis 
njid amuRing dcHcriptioD of an ofGcc of news mannfac- 

" This is the ontcr room where my tlerks sit. 

And keep their aides, the B^isltr i' the midsl ; 

The Examiner, be ails private there, within ; ^^H 

And here, I haie my several rolls and lilei ^^^^t 

Uf news by the alphabet, and all put up ^^^H 

Under tbeir heade.'' ^^^H 

The news thus comtnuiiicated appears to have fallen inlo 
as much disrepute as the public news. In the odver- 
lisemcnt announcing the first number of the " Evening 
Poal," (September 6, 1709) it is said, "There must be 
three or four pounds per annum puid by those gentlemen 
who are out of town, for written uews, which is so far, 
Kenerally, from having any probabili^ of matter of fact 
in it, that it is frequently stufied up with a IFe hear, jfc 
or, a eminent Jew merchant hat received a letter, fife. ; 
being nothing more than downright fiction." The same 
advertisement, speaking of the published papers, says, 
" We read more of our own affairs in the Dutch papers 
than in any of our own." The trade of a news corres- 
pondent seems to have suggested a sort of union of 
written news and published news ; for towards the end 
of the seventeenth century, we have neiea lettert printed 
in type to imitate writing. The most famous of these 
was that commenced bylchabod Dawks, in 1696, the first 
number of which was thus announced : "This letter will 
be done upon good writing-paper, and blank space left, 
that any gentleman may write his own private business. 
It does undoubtedly exceed the best of the teritten news, 
contains double the (quantity, is read with abundance more 
ease and pleasure, and will be useful to improve the 
younger son in writing a curious hand." — Companion fc 
the Nemspapen. 



FOLLOW YOUR COPY. 



LThe Image, or Mirrour of the World, ^c." tiaiia- 
and priDledbj CtLxton, in theyeai' 1480, concludes 
the following passage : — 
" And tcAere it il to, thai I have jHvtuvied and emprited tkit 
fortavd tTantlacion into our Engliithe and inatemal tungt, in 
whickc I am not nel parfyghl, and yet late m Frenishe ; yet I 
hauf endeHOured «« therein, atte reifuett and deeyrr, coate and 
diepeuce iff the honouruble and Korshijtfiil man Hngk Brycn, 
.fj/tnen and aldemian of London, which hath tayd to me that he 
.tlitendcd to pretmt it anio the pHittant, wAk, and vertuouslord. 
My lord Biutynget, chamberlayn cnfo oar tonerayn lord the kynge, 
^lid hit limtenaunt of the toH» of Caiaii and tnarthet there. In 
.tAiche traailacion I knomtecht iny leffiymple, rude, and ygnorant, 
irter/Dr / humbly beteihe «y sayd lard chanUitrlayn to paTdtmne 
me of this mde and ample translacloit. Horn be it, I leye for myne 
that I lone, to my pomer, foUaned my copie, and at nyghr 
« itpotsUileJ haue made it la playn, that every man renni- 
ahie may underitonde it, yf he oduyMdly and enientyfly rede or 
htre it. And ufther befaalle in mciurynir of the Armament, tonne, 
mtme, or of uierlhe, or in any other rneniayUei herein contegntd, 
J beieeche you not tarelte the defaulte in me, but in hym that made 
tny copye; lehichebook I began first to tramlatethe teeond day of 
Janyuer, in the yer of our Lord meccclxxx, andjynytthed tht viii 
day of Marche the same yere. And the xxi yere of the regne of the 
matt rhritlen iyng, kynge Edward the fourth, under the ihadom of 
itrfto» noble proteetion 1 have empryted andfynytied this tayd lytii 
leerke and Soke, beteehing almygMy God to ie his protector and 
defiTtdour agayn alle hit enemyei, aad gyue hym grace to tabdiie 
them, and inespedM Ihem that haue late enlerpryted agayn right 
and reton to makevarre icythin hit rogat»me,aHd also to vrcterue 
and maynlcne hym it ' - • ■■ - ^- 
thit short and tranai' 
tyal btytae in hettene. 

* I Kbt« KiTen 1h» pouAgF In ahow the onhoRnipbT ofugr GrslpripleT, And 

mHCrtnl iliBt his perJormuicei wrrv itty ni4f Mui ^arbaraut, and that he 
lued winter reacmblliigthT hud -writinE then In nic. H li IeiIi-i wu a mii- 
nre at Hcntotr uid jiDlhln ; )i« and gl^nonra but nelthec dinctiun iot 
ottob worda, hnt rarely Dumbeted hit Leaves, and never hti pagei. Hit boofcu 
an prinM on paper HHideDC the pBilFoniiiFiiriLi(>, vciy BnciiU] n»d,iuid 
■Dt DDlihe Ihe Ihin lellum on which thrj uied to Hrile Ihelr bn^g a that 

Emit Blthc enil of the hook. In lupply thiadcBciniCT.hiiexlr 

nurklnilheconwlionj with red loki betboneiniilDjBliipenuE 
Ibe whvle imprPitiao, utd canect (lie TauLtL 
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COPY RIGHT ACT. 

By the copy-right act, a tas of eleven copies of evel^ 
iiew work is le?ied on the publisher. One copy being 
daiiiied, of right, by the British Museum, Sion College, 
and the Universities of Oxford and Cambridge, in Eng- 
land — in Scotland, by the Univemtie* of Aberdeen, 
Glasgow, and Perth ; the University and the Adpocales' 
Library, Edinburgh — in Ireland, by Trinity College and 
the King's Inns, Unhlin, This is an unjust, because an 
unequal tax, for eleven copies are to be given, whether a 
work is worth one guinea or ten ; so that a publisher who 
priiils 1,000 copies of a work, which sells for one 
f^iiiuea, has to pay 'only eleven guineas out of l,000i 
whereas, another, who publishes only 100 copies of a 
work wfffth ten guinea,^, has to pay a ux of 1 10 guineas 
out of the same sum of 1,000 guineas. 



GREAT FROST, 1814. 
The severest and most remarkable frost in England of 
tale years, commenced in December, 1813, and generallv 
called "the Great Frost in 1814," was preceeded by it 
dense fog, which came on wiih the evening of the 27t!i 
of December, 1813. it is described as a darkness that 
might be felt. A fair was held upon the river Thames, 
which extended from Blackfriara bridge to London bridge, 
several printing presses were erected, and numerous pieces 
commemorative of the " Great Frost" were printed on 
the ice. Amongst many pieces printed by these frosty 
typographers were the following ; — 

FROST FAIR, 1814. 
Amidst the arts which un the Tuahbb appear. 
To tell the wondcra of this icy year. 
Printing claims prior place, which at one view 
Etecta a monmnent ofTuAT and You. 
Another : 

You that walk here, and do dcsigin to tclt 
Your chiidrea's children what this year befel, 
Come, buy IhiH print, and it will then be seen 
That BQcn a year u thii has seldoui been. 
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■Inolker : 

Behold, the river Thames is frn^en o'er, 
Whith lately ships of mijfbly burden bore [ 
Now dilTereDt arts anil pustimes here yon see, 
But Printing claims the luperioritj. 
The Lord's prayer and several other pieces were issued 
from these icy prioting offices, and bought with the 
Rreaiest avidity. A short time previous to the general 
dissolution, a person near one of the printing presses, 
handed the following jea d'espril to its conductor ; 
requesting that it might be printed on the Thames. 
" To Madam Tabitlia Thaw. 
" Dear dissolving Dame, 
" Father Frost and Sialer Snow have Boneyed my bor- 
ders, formed an idol of ice upon ray bosom, and aQ the 
Lads of London come to make merry : now as you love 
mischief, treat llie multitude with a few cracks by a 
sudden visit, and obtain the prayers of lie poor upon 
both banks. Given at my otm prtM, the 5lh Feh. 1814. 

I' THOMAS THAMES." 

The following twenty -two occupations are eng^ed to 
produce a. single book : — The author, the designer, the 
rag merchant, the paper maker, the slationer, the type 
founder, the press maker, the ink maker, the roller maktr, 
the chase maker, the reader, the compositiir, the pres.s- 
man, the gatherer, the folder, tlie stitcher, the leather 
aeller, the binder, the coppersmith, the engraver, tlie 
cnppi:r-pkt« printer, and the bookseller. 

When the Earl of Eldon, then Sir John Scott, brought 
in his Bill for restraining the liberty of the press, a 
member moved as an additional clause, that all anony* 
mous works should have the name of the author printed 
on the title-page ! 

In a second-hand book shop in Duke Street, Barbican, 
a book entitled, " The Confutation of Atheism," was ex- 
posed for sale, with this title outside, [the first /ea/ being 
absent without leaee) a good book for Atheists — price 9d. 




BOOKSELLERS' PUFF. 
Burkinff extraordinary f 
What will the Lords do ? An awful discoi'eiy has 
been made. It seems that two noted men, caUing them- 
selves Henry Colburn and Richard Bentley, have been 
taken up through making strenuous exertions this season 
to Burke the whole of the Peerage. They have got their 
arms down, and shoitly will begin pressing them ; but 
not before a great impression has been made will they be 
bound over to a-pcer at the next session. They are well 
known resurrectionists, and have lately carried on their 
trade Ui a frightful extent, by raising the whole of the 
e.Minet peerage, which a witness is prepared to prove 
upon oath, for he s^w them all lying about wrapped up 
ju sheets. 



ENGLISH BIBLES. 

The following is a list of the principal EngUsh bibles, 
(and it must he observed that printing was in use fifty- 
seven years before any New Testament was priuled.) 
1626 and 1530, Tindal's Bible.*— 1535, Coverdales 
Bible. -1—1537, Matthews Bible.— 1530, the Bishop's 
Bible, printed by Grafton. — 1562, the Geneva Bible. — 
1568, the great English Bible; the same in 8vo. re- 
printed in 1572. — 1652, the New Testament, printed by 
Jugge.— 1-584, the Rhenish TesUment— 1610, the 
present translaUon, en- King James' Bible. 

•Wben Ttndnl priuled hit trsntlglloii of the bible at Aotwerp. Tnnitall , 

leitilV hi) ■bluiiTlUa or Tindsl'i principk!i, uid £r priotiiig a t«l«l book 
fnrihrmaLtilmle, ho ibomhlof purohniiiiK all Ihe enpi™, asil Anniliilatine 

then, Eikl wbu bippeoetl Id Iks secret rullDwersnS frieiid o[ Tlndjil. He 
fnrniiibeil the mernhial with all hlinsHld coplei, which the Mihop u eii)t«rlv 
banghl, iDit hud them nil pablielj bnnied In Cheapiiae; which the pmpje 



^hisj.^ 
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;ree of ihe Star Chamber concerning printing, 
lated July 11, 1637, was published by authority, re- 
triciing the number of printers to twenty, besides bis 
M^es^'s printer, and the printers allowed for the Uni- 
rerxities. The letter-founders were at the same time 
restricted to four. — During the year 1831, the firm of 
The Albion Press ulone, made 1 10 letter-presa printing 
presses ; and during the last four years, upwards of 300. 

The following licence was given to Ponlthier 
D'Elmotu, by the Sieur le Noir, intendant of the police 
of the press under the old Bourbon government: — " I 
permit you to write agdnst the Deity,but not against M. 
De Marriposf against religion, but not against govern- 
ment; against the apostles, bat not against the ministers ; 
against the saints, but not against the ladies of the court ; 
against monib, but not against the police. 

In Great Britain there are about -550 paper millfi, 
making paper to the amount of i2,500,000 yearly. 

The first book auction in England, of which there in 
any record, is of the date as far back as 1676, when ihe 
library of Dr. Seaman was brought to the hammer. 



Take J^otice Debtors, 
For Newspaper! to the Subscribers. 
This is the lost time of asking in this way ; all those whu 
tettle their accounts by the ISdi of June instant, will 
e the thanks of their humble servant; and those that 
;lect, will (ind their accounts in the hands of some 
[, who will collect them in a more fashionable way, 
ore expensive. James Johnson. 

Paternoster Row, instead of being the most literary . 
'n fact the most military street in London ; for it has 
IS magazineB, and many reviews every month. 
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Shenstone, the poet divides the retden of a new^raper 
into aeren classes. He sajs — 

1. The iUoatored look at the Hst of bankrapts. 

2. The poor to the price of bread. 

3. The stockjobber to the lies c^ the day. 

4. The old maid to marriages. 

6. The prodigal son to the deaths. 

6. The moQC^lizers to the hopes of a wet harvest. 

7. The boarding-school and all other young misses^ 
to all matters relative to Gretna Green. 



Tichboume, one of the regicides, wrote a book, which 
he called a" A Clutter of Canaan's Grapes." The 
Licenser, Caryl, in granting leave for it to be published, 
said, ''He was much gratified with the Cluster of 
Canaan s Grapes, and therefore sent it to the press.*' 

The Printer of the Warren Gazette (North America) 
published the following notice.— " Dry stove wood wanted 
immediately at this office in payment for pi^rs. — 
N.B.— don't fetch those that the deinl can't split. 

One of the earliest newspapers printed in Yorkshire, 
was by a man named Moggridge, who used to insert the 
intelligence from London, under the head of Foreign 
News! ! 



In the year 1274, the price of a small bible, neatly 
written, was £30. It is said that the building of two 
arches of the old London bridge cost only £25, being £5 
less than a copy of the bible. 

An Irish paper gave the following characteristic erra* 
turn. " For Mrs. Fitzgerald, Esq., read Mr. Fitzge- 
rald, Esq. 

William Pepwell, a printer, in his will, dated Sept. 
11th, 1539, bequeathed to the parish of Bermondsey, in 
which he was bom, a printed mass book of Jive sHUi^gs 
value, for prayers to be made for his soul. 
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The first Piny printed in EnRland, was entiilwl 
" God Hj's promises :" a Trngedie or interlude, many- 
ftstyng the chyefe Promises of God unto Man in nil nges, 

I from the Begynnynge of the world to the dealb of Jeans 

I Christe, a Mysterie, 1538. 

ir William Berkeley, Governor of Virginia, in !G70, 

made the following reply to certain questions relating tn 

\ the Press in that rolony. — " I thank God there w no free 

I schools nor printing, and I hope we shall not have, these 

hundred years. God keep us from both." 

On the 12tli of August, 1712, a stamp duty of one 
[ Aalf-penny on all single sheets of new-papers began ; and 
ame day 1789 it was enlai^ed lo two-pence; and it 
since risen to its present price of four-pence. 



^e folio Times, which is 24 feet square, c 

I «bout 600,000 detached types, this ia about 150,000 

I letters more than fiabhages closely printed volume on 

Machinery, consequently 13,500 papers of 'The Times' 

are equal in printed matter to 16,000 volumes of Mr. 

Bahhage's edition, or l/i4fl volumea of Rees' Encyclo- 
I pffidia. Thus with a power not exceeding a one-horse 
I power, and within premises that afibrd hardly 3,000 su- 
I perficial feet of accommodation, 18,000 volumes may he 
I edited daily, consequently 108,000 volumes per week, and 
I 3,6 16,000 per year, out of one printing concern. When 
J the form* is completed it is committed to the agency of 
I the printing machine. There is a most surprising me- 
j chanical perfonnauce,viz- that of printing 13,500 sides of 

the paper at the rale of 4,000 per hour, or 66 per minute, 
1 whether the paper is double or single. Contrasting this 
I with the agency of amanuenses, which was the only way 
1 the Romans had for the conveyance of information, it 
T- would require, even if dictated to, upwards of 80,000 
■ persons to write and lo produce 4,000 copies of iwelve 
^.columns of ' The Times per hour. 

•TbemuiofcoiijieESlrf Ijpeli trebDiFalljHciilIti]. 



ORIGIN OF PRINTING. 

Of all ihe discoveries wLich Lave been made, we 
eouceive the reflecting inind will acknowledge that none 
have lendeii mure to tLe improvement and comfort of 
.society than that of Prin ling; in truili it would almost be 
impossible to enumerate the advantages derived by all 
|irofeasionii from the streams of this invaluable founlain. 
this main-spring of all our transactions in life. 

The art of Printing (says Dr. Knos) in whatever light 
it is viewed, has deserved respect and attention. From 
Tlie ingenuity of the contrivance it has ever excited me- 
chanical cmiosity ; from its intimate connection with 
learning, it has justly claimed historical notice^ andGrom 
its extensive influence on morality, politica, and religion, 
it is become a subject of very important specnlation. 

Printing from its commencement, has always had some 
upiwnents, actuated from selfish interest, who, in many 
cai!es, possessed such influence over their fellow-men as 
to corrupt llieir judgments and decisions, whenever the 
([uestiou of its advantage or disadvantage to mankind 
came to be ^tated. The monks in particular, were its 
inveterate opposers, the great majority of them acting 
upon the spirit of an avowal made by the Vicar of Croy- 
don, in a sermon preached by him at St. Panla cross, 
when he declared, " We must root out printing, or print- 
ing will root out us."* Happily, this superior art with- 
stood their hostility, and it became the main engine bv 
which their artifices, invented to keep the people in su- 
perstition and ignorance, were detected and punished. 

It has long been a controversy to whom the honour is 
due as being the first discoverer of the art of Printing ; 
aud the towns of Haerlem, in Holland, Stnishiirgh and 
Mentz in Germany, contend for the distinction, as be- 
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ing the first jilace where Priming took its ri»e. The 
dispute, however, has turned raiher on words than facts } 
uud seems to have arisen from the dilferent detinations | 
of the word 'printing.' If we estimate the discovei 
Irom the invention of the principle, the honour is in 
qnestionablydue to Laurence Coster, a native of Hnerleii 
who first found out the method of impressing cbamctera | 
on paper by means of carved blocks of wood. If move- 
able ti'pes be considered as a criterion, the merit of the I 
discovery is due to John Guttemberg of Mentz ; nud 
Peter Schoeffer, in conjunction with John Faust, was the i 
lirst who founded types of metal. The inFentiou was at | 
lirst rude and simple, consisting of whole pages carved 
on blocks of wood, and only impressed on one side of [he 
leaf; the nest step was the formation of moveable types 
in wood, and they were afterwards cut in metal, :uid 
tiiiaUy rendered moi'e durable, regular, and el^ant, by 
being cast or founded. Af^r the ground-work of the 
ait had been completed, its rise towards perfection wai 
more rapid, perhaps, than that of any other ai-t or science, 
whatsoever ; foi* little more than thirty years elapsed Iroirt 
the time of printing from wooden blocks, to the time | 
when Guttemberg and Schoeffer had perfected their cant 
metallic types, as will be seen by the following chroao- 
bigiciii siaiementof the progress of the art: — 

Printing from blocks was invented about the year 142* I 

Letters cut separately on wood 1438 1 

Letters cut separately on metal 1450 

Letters cast in moulds 1456 

When Caster Bnt devised his roueb specimen of the art, can 
only be iiaeBiefl at. Patins Scrirenui supposes it to be abnut 
nao. He died In 1440. 

John Guttembei^, or Geinafleisch, the reputed inventor of 
(jrintiog, was bom at HentK, of noble and wealthy parents, 
aljoat [100. In 1434, he took up his residence at Strasburgh, 
as a mercUunt, and while there he made many inefieclDal at- 
tempts to gain a perfect knowledfte at the art uf prinUng; : nut 
aucceedinR, be quitted Strasbur^h in 1444, and relamed to 
Mentz, where he opened his mind fully to Faust, and nre- 
railed on him to advance targe sums, in order to make n 



complete triaJg nf the urt. Between 1450 and 1455 the cele. 
Iiraled bible of 637 Jearei, the first importutt ipeciiiien or 
printin», wm eiecnteii betwien Gnttemberg and Fanrt : Ihare 
IB a copy of it on retlum in the Rojal Library at Berlin ; fire 
copies are also known upon paper. In 1463 he was honnnreA 
bj Archbishop Adolphus by admitting him amon^ the nobility 
of his court, and be wa< granted a pension, toitelher with seve- 
ral prlTlle^es andexemptioas. Guuemhurg (lied in February, 
1468. and was interred in the church uf RecoUeta, at Mentz. 
His elder hfother, Gelnsfleisch, who has almost an equal 
claim to the honour of ihe inreiition of the art of tvpofrraphT, 
died in 1462. . i- b r j 

John FuBt, or Faast, gold'imitb, of Ment;;, «a8 one of the 
three arliiti considered as the inventors of printing ; it is not 
!i that he did more thin supply the money fur canytng 



Faust died ; . 
1466, uid it is atronifly conjectared, that he fl 
) the plague, which then ra^d in that eapiCal. 
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Peter SehoeOer, of GemsheiiD. the li rat aerrant of Gattem- 
berg and Faust, possessing an ardent and inveotive ^nins, 
was desirous of improving the art, nod to him we are indebted 
fiir perfecting letter-foiindinjc as it now remains. Guttemberg 
never used any other than either wooden, or cut raalat types, 
until the jew 1485, then Schoeffer's happy eenius contrived 
punches for stiiking the matrices, and for the last impmve- 
mcnt Fanst rewarded Schoeffer by giving him iiis only daugh- 
ter Id marriage. SchoeSTer died in 1502, or 1503, leaving three 
HODS printers ; the eldest of whom, John, succeeded his Oitber 
and esereised the art until lo33. 

The first publication of Fnuat and Schoeffer was a beautifhl 
edition of the psalms, finished August 14, 1427. This is the 
first book known to be extant which has the nsmo oClbe place 
where 11 was printed, with the name of the printers, as well 
a« the date ofthe year when it was executed. 

It is stated, that the Mentz Printers, in order that the art 
might not be divnlged, administered an oath of sccrcsy to all 
whom they employed ; this appears to have been strictly ad- 
hered to until the year 1462, at which period the city was sacked 
and plundered by Archbishop Aitolphns, end thus the Printers 
of Mentz dispersed themselves, and carried the mystery with 
them to many parts of Europe. 

The following is a List of the principal Places where 
the art was received on the dispersion of the Mentz 
Printers, in 1462 ; the statement is from the earliest 
known works : — 

Subiaco, near Naples, 14Cd:heTe the first Gieek tjrpea 
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mre in use. — Augsbaig, in 1466. — Rome, in 1466 — 
Tours, France, in 1467. — Venice, in 1469 : alphabetical 
tables of the first words of each chapter were introduced, 
«s a guide to the binder. Calch-words (now generally 
abolished) were first used at Venitreiby Vindeline de Spire. 
—Paris, in 1469 : first worlta very imperfecL — Cologne, 
in 1470 : here Caxton receired the first rudiments of the 
ert in 1470.— Milan, in 1470, by Anthony Zorat, the in- 
ventor of signatures. — Bologna, in 1471. — Ratiabon, in 
1471 , — Naples, in 1471 ; Capitals and distances between 
the lines were first used at Naples, about this tinie.~- 
Florence.in 1471, the first printers were named Bernard 
Cennini, a goldsmith, and Dominic his son. They mo- 
destly put at the end of their first book, " iS'othing i« too 
hatd/vT a Florentine genius." — Nuremburgh, in 1472, 
by AnlhonyKohurger: he wasslyledihePrince of printers, 
he kept daily twenty-four presses at work, and one hun- 
dred journeymen. He had a stated hour for them to be- 
pn work and leave off; he admitted none individually, 
but obliged them to wait at his door until they were ail 
together. He kept sixteen open shops in dififerent places. 
Straaburgh, in 1473. — Louvain, Netherlands, in 1473. 
— Utrecht, Holland, in 1473, — Basil, Snitzerland, in 
147-5. In 1491, John Froben printed at Basil, and so 
desirous was he of having his works coirert, that he ex- 
posed his proofs to public view, and oflered a reward to 
every person who should discover an error. — Modena, in 
1475.^P]acentia, Spain, in 1 474,— Lvons, in 1477, — 
Geneva, in 1478.— Brussels, in 1478.— Ghent, in 1483. 
—Steckholm. Sweden, in 1483.— Haerlam.in 1483.— 
Soncino, Italy, in 1484, where the first Hebrew boots 
were printed. — Leipsic, in 1484. — Antwerp, in 1485.^ 
Thotouse, in 1488.— Lisbon, Portugal, 1491.— Ham- 
burgh, in 1491. — Copenhagen, Denmark, 1493. — Ma- 
drid, in 1494.- Cracow, Poland, 1500.— Russia, in 1360. 

Lima, South America, in 1569. — Cambridge, North 
I jbnerica.in 1639; and, up to 1795 moat of the principal 
\ towns in the United States appear to have received this 
I ^leasing. — West Indies, 1751. — Port-au-Prince, in 1750. 
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A concise acconnt of llie progress of prinling, in ihis 
cuuntry, lo the year 1565 :— 

Westminster, in 1474, Ly William Caston. — London, 
in 1480, by John LetUrn and William Maclilinia. Wyu- 
keii de Worde, wbo had been servant to Caston, at the 
" sign of the Golden Sun, in the parish of St Bride 
in Uie Fletestrete, London." Richard PjTison obtained 
a patent from ling Henry VII. to be his printer, in 1496. 
— Oxford,inl480.— St.;ilbans,in 1480.— York, in 1309 
hut the printer soon after removed lo Beverley, — South- 
wark,in 1514.— Cambridge,inl5ai.— Tavistock, in 1525 
Ipawich.in 1638. — Worcester, in 1543. — Canterbury,!!! 
1550.— Greenwich, in 1554.— Norwich, in 1565. 

Edinburgh, in 1507.- Dnblin.in 1551 

When ftinting was invented, the books issued from 
the Press, were generally either large or small folio, or at 
least quarto, the lesser »izes were not then in use. The 
leaves were without rmining titles, direction words, num- 
ber of pages, or division into paragraphs. The character 
itaelfwas a rude old goihic, mixed with secretarv, de- 
signed on purpose to imitate the hand writing of (hose 
times. The words were so closely and connectedly printed, 
that they were difficult to read, even to those who were 
accustomed to manusciHpt, and this method often led 
the inattentive reader into mistakes. The orthography 
was various, and often nrbiiary ; method being wholly dis- 
regarded. Abbreviations were very lirei[uent, and in time 
became so numerous and difficult \o be undei'stood, that a 
treatise was written on tlie art of reading a printed book. 

The fnllowiDK Ji^rsI rendetinc of Mult, v.l,^ BCCDnliDi; to (he Codn 
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For the invention of Ilalie leltcr we are indel 
Aldus Manutiua, by birth a Roman, who established 
printing office in Venice, 1496. He is likewise affirmed 
to be the first who printed whole volumes in Greek. 

■Spirit If" 



I 



HOT LETTER EVILS. 
Ftom " The Compoewg Room." 

And now behold b. sight, which here appears 
As seldom as a file of grenadiers — 
A Chelsea pensioner (a Typo bred) 
Sports in Composing Room his blue and rer/— 
Three cornered hat, with modest black cockode. 
And narrow gold laee on its edges laid. 

Poor F- ! I knew him well in years gone by ; 

None brisker at a finish or a^y ; 
Frolic and fnn with him were hand and glove : 
Care flew before them, fearful of a shoye. 
Alas! where now's the vigour then discern 'd ? 
Ota fonner type is to a ihadaw tum'd; 
Thoi^h to short sights he may seem vig'rous, able. 
And not a little fierce and fonnidable. 
So, from red embers, in a common grate, 
Fancy may striking images create : 
But near inspection will not he decoy 'd : 
Their gas is gone, their stamina 's destroy 'd ! 
He toadies to the office, not to work- 
He can compose no more than the Grand Tmk. 
But converse wakes the old man's toqiid mind ; 
Brings forward scenes which long had hung behind; 
Gives energetic action to his brain. 
And makes him, for a moment, live again. 
The old campaigner tells of duties done. 
Privations suffer'd, and engagements won ; 
How hen-roosts suffer'd, and the quick discrense 
Of sheep and grunters — turkies, ducks, and geese. 
When foragers, detach 'd from his brigade. 
Purveying visits to the farm-j-aids paid. 
Return 'd — when war to peace again gave place — 
How heresum'd composing-stick ^nA case; 
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Work'd for this master-printer, or for that; 

But never felt encumber'd with his fat. 

Till on one winter's day our martial friend — 

(And let all t3rros to this fact attend) 

Whether in field or in the office, bold — 

In spite of aching fingers, wet, and cold. 

Distributes of Old Pica a full case. 

And longs the letter to compose and space. 

With cautious steps, and bending with its weighty 

He bears th* o*erflowing case towards the grate. 

And — ignorant misfortune was so nigh — 

Leaves it before a rousing fire to dry. 

Now to his stick the turn-screw he applies. 
And makes the measure to the proper size ; 
The four-to-Pica leads from draw'r brings forth> 
And tries to guess how much the job is worth ; 
Looks o'er his c<my, under jigger lays it, 
Where't seems, like tombstone, t' exclaim — ^'Hicjacet." 
Forthwith to rub his hands, his sides to beat. 
He labours to produce increase of heat ; 
Then first he thought " To set my letter hot 
'Ms a most famous counteracting plot 
" Against th* united pow'r of Cold and Frost; 
" Nor shall this opportunity be lost." 
O thou unfort nate, soft,* misguided yofith ! 
Would that this thought had leapt into thy mouth — 
Then, in loud accents, vigorously sprung 
Amongst thy fellow-workmen, from thy tongue ! 
Appris'd of such intention, scarce a lad 
But would have shouted — " Do it not ! 'tis bad !" 

But Fate forbade F to disclose his aim ; 

And no one notic'd him — when forth he came 

To bear the " hot'bak*d" letter to his frame. 

Impetuous, reckless, injudicious man! 

Would thou hadst known the danger of thy plan 1 

Then wouldst thou ne er have moum*d this rash exploit — 

This want of knowledge — this contempt of thought. 



* Sometimes used instead of ** foolish.** 
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V heal intense — approaching U> a. flame — 
Thus rapidly approackmg to \i\s frame. 
Wet quads on mdk begiu to j^moke and hiss. 

Of carman's whistle and a serpent's hiss ; 

Two wooden gallies faintly niarmer " fire !" 

And, as he enters, cautiously retire j 

A candle, hanging on a nail for ni^tj 

Dissolves away in agony and frighi; 

Unlit — in winter, and the broad day-light ! 

The conscious copy, shrinljing from the heat, 

Prepar'd to make precipitate retreat. 

And would have cut — like an absconding " nigger," 

But for detainer lodg'd by gaoler Jigger. 

Still — all tliese omens wholly unobserr'd — 
Our hero never from his purpose swerv'd. 
His eggs mere hot when he to set began ; 
But hena pursue a quite contrary plan — 
A proof that hens set better than a man. 
This fact, alas ! hereafter will appear 
Glaring as throttle cut from ear to ear ; 
And calculated, like that sight, to stir 
Up due compassion for the sufferer. 

In eneigetic forte. Ids heart and soul 
Claps on to work — resolv'd to raise the poll: 
With matter copy raccinatea his eye, 
And o'er the case his rapid tinkers fly : 
Instant into his stick the letters come. 
Touch 'd by his two fore-fingers and his thumb. 
The rale receives them with a brazen grin. 
And wonders how so fast they tumble in ! 
WiihdrBwn, and plac'd on four-to-Pica lead. 
Thus Selling-rule to his companion said : — 
" Wisdom, we know, hath been set forth by owls ; 

" But when had swiftness aught to do with'F ?" 

Just then he felt a twitch— and ofi^ he flew. 
To hold with Second Lead an interview — 
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" I never had, dear Lead, such strange misgiving, 
" Since in this way of life I've got my living." 

Again F 's thumh and finger draws him out. 

And puts both speech and speaker to the rout ; 
For Setting-rule s immediately transferr*d 
To the next line — on top of Lead the Third, 
I hate, as garment made of shreds and patches, 
A speech delivered thus by fits and snatches : 
Let fools report the follies of a fool — 
I shall no longer follow Setting-rule. 

Now I'm engag'd in simile pursuit — 
I take, for instance, a dead goose's foot : 
If thus I pull the leaders, each one knows 
I cause undoubted movement in the toes : 
But stick this foot in roof of giblet pie. 
By heat of oven shrivell'd up and dry. 
The play of Sinew and of Leader s o'er ; 
Their *' occupation's gone," — they act no more. 

'Twas pretty much the same with F , that goose. 

By heat our friend entirely lost the use 

Of Manus, clerk- o'-lh '-works to all he plaun'd ; 

His foreman picker and his right-hand ha^id ! 

What then remains — but that we drop a smile 
(Or bid that outside fare get down awhile. 
As, up the hilly we draw a single tear) 

For F *s affliction now recorded here ? 

Yet wherefore has the author box'd his brains. 

And plagued himself and readers with his strains P 

Not (like a mere stone-mason) to cut in 

An epitaph concerning death and sin, 

On some man's grave-stone — ^rais'd his friends to please. 

And tell his name, his age, and his disease; 

While he who to peruse it feels inclin'd 

Must make a journey that same stone to find. 

No ! Gentlemen of the Composing Room ! — 

Our art can hand down to the day of doom. 

And put into a thousand hands at once — 

To please the knowing, and inform the dunce — 
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This simple tale, hour poor F lost his hand. 

Merely because he did not understand 
Why Mated types (from which our sinews shrink) 
Are never toucn'd by Typos who can think. 
Unborn compositors — ^not yet bespoke — 

F s typographic paral3rtic stroke 

Shall read of, and explain — " This is no joke." 
Type dried by fire they'll not be hot upon it. 
But wait until one might compose a sonnet 
(I mean not in the spirit, but with letters), 
And then attack their game like true-bred Setterx ! 

By a Compositor. 




Behold the progress of our noble Art, 
See the Compositor perform his part ; 
He sends forth new light to a distant age. 
And in clear print sets the historic page ! 
Recoi-diiig deeds of honour and disgrace. 
Which neither Age nor Time can e'er efface. 

From Johnsons Tijpographia, 



TIME AND THE PRESS. 

I'ridr's monumentnl grandeur loads the earlb 

Wiih mould' ring mounds ; the castle's lofty w 

And low'riag turrets strew at length the plain : 

The splendid palace blacken'd o'er with age, 

Dismantled atanda, scarce shelter for the herds. 

When howling storms spread ravage o'er the land 

Thus Time rolls on — lie pyramid's vain heads 

Shot up amid the clouds, he coldly moeka — 

Sweepii^ their reconls dull, ohlivinn's lap 

Beceives ; till they like sullen blola remain 

Defacing wide creation's lovely form 

Willi their unwieldly bulk of baffled pride. 

The voice of fame wakes echoes o'er the world ; 

Soou sleep those echoes— he it sung forgot. 

Oblivion follows Time's unresting march, 

Its oiitstretch'd mantle floats along the breeze. 

And where Time's foot doth press, iis bloodless hand 

Passeth o'er memory's brow — and all the past 

In universal blindness sinks to rest 

Yet though Time's nod wrecks cities, nations, worldn. 

And cold oblivion o'er the ruin broods,- 

De^ile his strength, the bold and peerless Pkebs, 

Grows stronger, bolder, as the yeai's roll on. 

or intellectual fire, the |[indling spark, — 

Or soid's bright beacon, lit from age to age, — 

The tongue of glorj', fadtless scroll of fame. 

The Pkess immortal — tears from vice the mask. 

Showing her hideous visage, black as nighi. 

Or crimes nursed in its rank envenom'd heart ; 

And palsying envy's wither'd, canker 'd arm. 

Protects pure virtue's heavenly-moulded race, — 

Awarding greatness to the truly great, 

Immortal laurels to immortal minds. 

Without the Pkess, the minstrel -strtun would cease. 

As harp-tones sleep, and never wake again— 

As odour shed, for ever's lost to earth — 

As wither'd youth, no sim restores to bloom- 
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As virtue's snow once stain'd^ is fair no more. 

But chief, the Press, sheds o'er the wide -spread earth 

Religion s holy flame ; to cleanse the soul 

Ere it to heaven ascend, till plumed with light. 

It spurns with wing suhlime the grosser world. 

And mounting to Eternity's bright realm, 

Gains bliss immortal at the throne of God ! 

J^otiingham* J, W. ThirlwalL 



THE ART OF BEING HAPPY. 
From *' The Composing Room,*' 

Ah, me ! how numberless the ills and cares 
Which wait on all that live — and all their heirs ! 
And must continue while this world exists : 
" Wo! wo I" exclaim our best philanthropists — 
Words of deep meaning are arresting force. 
The same as carter holloas to his hoi'se ; 
Who, judging well the whip of judgment s near. 
Acts as he ought — and stops in his career. 
Typos ! to mend it never is too late — 
Instead of writing horse — Go, imitate ! 
But you exclaim — " The d — 1 take your Wo I 
'* We do not wish to stop — we want to go ; 
" Or, rather, what is happiness to know." 
Hear, and attend, each typographic cove. 
While / the " Art of being Happy" prove. 
Small Pica twelvemo — reprint — with thin leads ; 
Companions, eight^** hands aadfour^^' heads — 
Fippence per thousand — and, oh, gracious powers ! 
Fat imposition ev'ry four hours — 
Copy not line for line, nor page for pag^ — 
Matter at random — partners in a rage — 
No shammocks for the indolent or nappy — 
This, this, my lad's " The Art of being Happy /" 

By a Compositor* 
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SONG-THE EDITOR'S FAREWELL. 

Farewell ! a word that must be, and hath been-.. 

A sound which makes ns linger ; — yet — farewell ! — Byron. 

My task is done — my gentle barque 

Expands the quiv ring sail. 
And launched on Time's swift rolling stream. 

Bends to the waving gale. 

Be still, be still, ye stonny winds. 

No rapid course I crave, — 
O let me glide in calmness down. 

Unworn by wind or wave. 

Immortal laurels o'er my brow 

I labour not to gain. 
But seek approving smiles, and strive 

To smooth the brow of pain. 

Sons of the Press, my praise or blame 

*Ti8 chiefly yours to tell — , 
Convinced your verdict will be just. 

In hope I rest— Farewell ! 



^pll 


J?S^^ 


P 


^M 


^^^ 


119 




^^H 


H Technical Terms 


made use of in 


the il'ori 


• H 


^H Bant.— A >lBi^ about Riar & 


Chish, placed near Ihe 


pteMi. 


^H 


^B Bancr.— VVhcD Bni pul of a 


fomisinjnrcdorbnikei 


i.ituidtohei 


^^^1 


■ Phnlcn ocglKtii.!; Ilielr work, 








fl««r^AplMforriK!rtlD' 




. blank p^e- 




BitE -!■ Bba. the FDtir^ improrion stlbe paRe 1> pi 


■evenledbylhe 


^^H 


nol being lulBcienUy en! out. 








Body.— The ibant of Ihe lea 










admlttaoeeinloacliapi 






^m Bnn^lt 9 character can i 


n metal, narked Ihos ~ 




readlhi- ^^^H 


^K Break.— A piece of a line 








^B Broaa>idc.-<«^ form of one fa 






■heetof ^^^H 


^•papct. 








^g Clean Pronf—Whei, 1 pfMf hu bul a few feulu in i 


I, il In called 


a clean ^^^H 


^~ proof; andwlieiijiproofiilo 1 
lu pull a clean prao/. 


!.e>ct.I<oatL anthor, Ihi 






Cloeematler-Mattef-itlif 


™ breaks or white.. 








■orkio^onlheMmrjob. 








r reads the proof, or the 




!nd> the ^^H 


^Its Barked It. ihe proof. Ih.^ are both said to cor. 


eel, <hc cone 


clor llie ^^^M 










CnrtectlDiii.— Tlie letleti jnai 








Derll— Tim errand boy of a ] 








DIrecUoo.— The word that i 






line of a page. 










1, a tepelilion of wonle t 






■ ibRl tbal a twice pulled. 








DriTeout.— WhenacompMii 


tor lels wide. 












^^M 








i-xpe- ^^^H 


dlUon. 








Follow—Tbali., .eeiCltfol 


I""i , i> a lem used a> 






«b,theconipo«lorandpr«iii 








Form.— The pufiit when Bite 








Fon!pn>or.-Wh™aproofh. 


la maoj fauLu marked ii 






Foont^The whole Damber ol 




« >ame body a 


nd face. ^^^ 


Friar.— When Ibe balls do n<j 


It tale, the un-laklnir part of the halli tint T 


Itmches Ibe form nil! he lelt while : or iflbe preisiheii 


I skip over an] 


' part of 1 




1 the hall), thongh they 


do Pike, yet* 


in b»th J 


IheH cawi Ihe while place, are 


ealled friars. 






FndKE.— To contrin witbaiil 




do work in a b 


....... J 




ok, Ifietlerbe 


can tbu~ibe prinlM cnfja?e t 


ompositorsetsfram; or 


^^^1 


«iiBpo«lor«l.clo«r. 








Ooodcolonr.— Sheet! printed 


neilhct loo black nor loo white. 




Good of the chapel^Forfcilu 


re. and other chapel d 




for the ^^M 


I»dofthechapel,ti.he»peal, 


as the chapel approTea. 






Good-woric.-I.» called in i 


alwD.foldHcicr the matter.prinler 


call. ,. ^^1 


good work when Ibe epropotilor 






and (he ^^H 




lbe!libl, HUywork, a 


Bd Uiey kaie 


>!«»• ^^M 


^^^eelteiL^ " 






J 



c 



